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GROTTO near the Thames, 
at Twickenham, 

Compofed of Marbles, Spars, and Minerals. 

By Mr. P O P E. 

'TpHOU who flialtftop, where Tliimei'tranflucent wave 
■'■ Shines a. broad mirrour through the fhadowy cave. 
Where lingering drops from mineral roofs diftill. 
And pointed cryftals break the fparkling lill, 
UnpoUfli'd gem* no ray on pride bcftow. 
And latent mewls innocently j;low : 
Approach. Great Nature ftudioufly behold I 
And eye the mine without a wiih for gold. 

^**^-™- A Approach; 
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Approach : But awefiil ! Lo tlf Egenan grotty 
Where, nobly-penfive, St. John fate and thought $ 
Where Britifh lighs from dying Wyndham Hole, 
And the bright flame was fliot thro* Marchmont's foul. 
Let fuch, fuch only, tread this facred floor. 
Who dare to love their country, and be poor. 

^S OS uf CP ^S nP ^f irP an gp fp gj ffp Of °" Cp ^f np era on Jn 

HYMN on SOLITUDE. 

By the latejAWEs Thomson, Efq; . Author of the8eaibn«« 

HAIL, ever-pleafmg Solitude ! 
Companion of the wife and good ! 
But, from whofe holy, piercing eye. 
The herd of fools, and villains fly. 

Oh ! how I love with tfeee to walk ! 
And Men to thy whifper'd talk ; 
Which innocence, and truth imparts. 
And melts the moft obdurate hearts. 

A thoufa!nd fliapes you wear with eafe, 

And ftill in every (hape you pleafe ; 

Now rapt in fome myflerious dream, 

A lone philofopher you feem j 

Now quick from hill to vale you fly, % 

And now you fweep the vaulted flcy, t 

And nature triumphs in your eye : ^ 

Then ftrait again you court the fhadc. 

And pining hang the penfive head* 

A ihepherd 



[3] 

A fliepherd next yoa haunt the plain. 
And warble forth your oaten (bain. 
A lover now with all the grace 
Of that iweet paffion.in your hce ! 

• - 

Then, foft-divided, you alTume 
The gentle-looking H — d*8 bloom> 
As, with her Philomela, fhe, 
(Her Philomela fond of thee) 
Amid the long withdrawing vale. 
Awakes the rival'd nightingale. 
A thoufand ihapes yoii wear with eafe. 
And ftill in every (hape you pleaie. 

Thine is th* unbounded breath of mom^ 
juft as the dew-bent rofe is bom j 
And while meridian fervors beat. 
Thine is the woodland's dumb retreat ; 
iut chief, when evening fcenes decay. 
And the faint landfkip fwims away. 
Thine is the doubtful dear decline. 
And that beft hour of muiing thine. 

Defcending angels blefs thy train; 
The virtues of the fage, and fwain ; 
Plain Innocence in white array'd. 
And Contemplation rears the head : 
Religion, with her aweful brow. 
And rapt Urania waits on you. 

Oh, let me pierce thy fecret cell! 
And in thy deep receffes dwell : 

A 2 Fojr 
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For ever with thy raptures fir*d. 
For ever from the world retir'd ; 
Nor by a mortal feen, (ave he 
A Lycidas, or Lycon be. 



An O D E 

ON 

M O L U S's HA K F.f 

By the Same. 

I. 

TfT^Therial race, inhabitants of air ! 
-Z JL-/ Who hymn your God amid the fecret grove ; 
Ye unfeen beings to my harp repair. 

And raife majeflick ftrains, or melt in love; 

II. 
Thofe tender notes, how kindly they upbraid ? 

With what foft woe they thrill the lover's heart ? 
Sure from the hand of fome unhappy maid 

Who dy'd of love, thefe fweet complainings part. 



f jEoIus^s Harp is a mulical injlrumentj 'which plays ivitb 
th£ nuind^ invented hy Mr, Ofwald\ its properties are fully 
defer i bed in the Cajfle of hidoU^Jce, 

m. But 
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III. 

But hark ! that ilrain was of a graver tone, 

On the deep ftrings his hand fome hermit throws ; 
Or he the /acred Bard! a who (at alone. 

In the drear w^e, and wept his peoples's woes. 

IV. 
Sach was the fong which Zion's children fung. 

When by Euphrates' ftream they made their plaint : 
And to fuch fadly folemn notes are ftrung 

Angelick harps, to footh a dying faint. 

V. ; 

Methinks I hear the fall celeflial choir. 

Thro* heaven's high dome their aweful anthem raife; 
Now chanting clear, and now they all confpire 

To fwell the lofty hymn, from praife to praife. 

VI. 
Let me, ye wand'ring fpirits of the wind. 

Who as wild Fancy prompts you touch the fbing, 
Smit with your theme, be in your chorus join'd. 

For 'till you ceafe, my Mufe forgets to fing. 

a Jeremiah. 
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On the Report of a Wooden Bridge to be 

built at Weftminfter. 

By the Same. 



BY Rufus* hall, where Thames polluted flows, 
Provok'd, the Genias of the river rofe. 

And thus exciaim'd " Have I, ye Britifh fwains, 

** Have I, for ages, lav'd your fertile plains ? 
*• Given herds, and flocks, and villages incteafe, 
'* And fed a richer than the Golden Fleece ? 
" Have I, ye merchants, with each fwelling tide, 
*^ Pour'd AfHck's treafure in, and India's pride ? 
** Lent you the fhiit of cv'ry nation's toil ? 
** Made every climate yours, and every foil ? 
Yet pilfer'd from the poor, by gaming bafe. 
Yet muft a Wooden Bridge my waves difgrace r 
•* Tell not to foreign ftreams the (hameful tale, 
** And be it publifti'd in no Gallick vale." 
He faid ; — and plunging to his cryftal dome. 
White o'er his head the circling waters foam. 
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The Choice of HERCULES. 

A POEM. 
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O W had the fon of Jove mature, attained 
The joyful prime : when youdi, elateand gay. 
Steps into life ; and follows unrefkrain'd 
Where paflion leads, or prudence points the way. 

In the pure mind, at thofe ambiguous years. 
Or vice, rank weed, firft ihikes her pois'nous root ; 

Or haply virtue's op'ning bud appears 
By juft degrees ; fair bloom of faireft frui^ : 
For, if on youth's untainted thought impreit. 
The gen'rous purpofe ftill ihall warm the manly breafl. 

II. 
As on a day, reflecting on his age 
For higheft deeds now ripe, Akides fbaght 

Retirement; norfe of contemplation fage; 
Step following .ilep, and thoaght fuccceding thought : 

A 4 Muiing# 



[8 ] 

Mufing, with ftcady pace the youth purfu'd 
His walk ; and loft in meditation ftray'd 

Far in a lonely vale, with folitude 
Converfing; while intent his mind furvey'd 
The dubious path of life : before him lay 
Here Virtue's rough afcent, there Plcafure's flow^y way. 

UL 
■ Much did the view divide his wavering mind : 
Now glow'd his breaft with generous thirft of fame • 

Now love of eafe to fofter thoughts inclined 
His yielding foul, and quench'd the rifing flame. 
When, lo ! far off two female forms he fpies ; 

Direft to him their Heps they feem to bear : 
Both, large and tall, exceeding human fize ; 

Both far exceeding human beauty, fair. 
Graceful, yet each with different grace, they move : 
This, ftriking facred awe ; that, fofter, winning love. 

IV. 
The firft, in native dignity furpafs'd ; 
Artlcfs and unadorn'd fhe pleas'd the more : 

Health, o'er her looks, a genuine luftre caft ; 
A veft, more white than new-fall'n fnow fhe wore. 

Auguft fhe trod, yet modeft was her air ; 
Serene her eye, yet darting heav'nly fire. 

Still fhe drew near ; and nearer ftill more fair. 
More mild appear'd : yet fuch as might infpire 
Pleafure corrected with an aweful fear ; 
Majeftically fweet, and amiably fevcre. 

V. The 
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V. 
The other dame feem'd ev'n of fairer hue ; 
But bold her mien ; anguarded rov'd her eye : 

And her flufh'd cheeks confefs'd at nearer view 
The borrow'd blu(hes of an artful dye. 
All ibft and delicate, with airy fwim 
Lightly ihe danc'd along ; her robe betray 'd 
Thro' the clear texture ev*ry tender limb. 
Heightening the charms it only feem'd to fhade : 
And as it flowed adown, ib loofe and thin. 
Her ftature fhew^d more tall ; more fiiowy-white, her (kin. 

VI. 
Oft with a fmile ihe view'd herfelf afkance ; 
EVn on her ifhade a confcious look ihe threw : 

Then all around her cail a carelefs glance. 
To mark what gazing eyes her beauty drew. 
As they came near, before that Qther maid 
Approaching decent, eagerly ihe prefs'd 
With hafty flep ; nor of repulfe afraid. 
With freedom bland the wond'ring youth addrefs'd ; 
With winning fondnefs on his neck ihe hung ; 
Sweet as the honey -dew flow'd her enchanting tongue. 

VU. 

" Dear Hercules, whence this unkind delay ? 
" Dear youth, what doubts can thus diftraft thy mind ? 

" Securely follow, where I lead the way ; 
" And iiange thro' wilds of pleafure unconiinM. 
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** With me retire, from noife, aiid pain, and care j 
'* Embath'd in blifs, ahd rapt in endle^ eafe : 

** Rough is the road to fame, thro' blood and war ; 
**^ Smooth is my way, and all my paths are peace. 
" With me retire, from toils and perils free ; 
f Leave honour ta the wretch! Pleafures were made for thee. 

VTII. 
" Then will I grant thee all thy foul*s dcfire ; 
** All that may charm thine' ear, and pleafe thy fight : 
All that thy thought can frame, orwifti require. 
To ilcep thy raviih'd fenfes in delight. 
'* The fumptuous feaft, enhanc'd with muiic's found ; 
Fittcft to tune the melting foul to love : 

Rich odours, breathing choicefl fweets around ; 
The fr^rant bowV, cool fountain, fhady grove : 
Frefti flowers, to Ibew thy couch, and crown thy head ; 
** Joy fhaU attend thy fleps, and eafe fhall fmooth thy bed. 

IX. 
" Thefewill I, freely, conftantly fupply ; 
** Pleafures, noteam'd with toil, nor mix'd with woe: 

" Far from thy refl repining want fhall fly ; 
" Nor labour bathe in fweat thy careful brow. 
" Mature the copious harveft (hall be thine ; 
** Let the laborious hind fubdue the foil : 

" Leave the raih foldier fpoils of war to win ; 
" Won by the foldier thou fhalt fhare the fpoil : 
*' Thefe fofter cares my blefi: allies employ, 
*' New pleafures to invent ; to wifh, and to enjoy.'' 

X. Her 
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X. 

Her winning Yoi^ the you^ attentive caugkt : 
He gaz'd impatient on the finiling maid ; 
Still gaz*d, and lifteQ'd : then her name beibnght : 
My name, fair youth, is Happinefs, ihe (aid. 

Well can my friends this envy'd truth maintain : 
They fhare my blifs ; they beft can fpeak my praife : 
" Tho' dander call me Sloth — Detradtion vain ! 
•* Heed not what (lander, vain detra£lor, fays : 
*^ Slander, ftill prompt true merit to defame ; 
f To blot the brighteft worth, and blaft the £ureft name.'* 

XL 
By this, arriv'd the fair majeftic maid : 
(She all the while, with the fame modeft pace, 

Compos'd advanc'd.) ^' Know, Hercules, ihe faid 
With maoly tone, ** thy birth of heav'nly race ; 
Thy tender age that lov'd inftrudion's voice, 
Promis'd thee generous, patient, brave and wife f 

When manhood fhould confirm thy glorious choice : 
Now expedation waits to fee thee rife. 
Rife, youth ! Exalt thyfelf, and me : approve 
Thy high decent from heav'n ; and dare be worthy Jove. 

xn. 

" But what truth prompts, my tongue fhaU not diiguife ; 
The ftfep ajb^nt muft l^ with toil fubdu'd : 

Watching and (^es mud win the lofty prize 
Prop^'d by b<wiv'n ; trup blj^, ^f^ regl good. 

** Honour 
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" Honour rewards the brave and bold alone ; 
She rpums the timorous, indolent, and bafe : 
" Danger and toil ftand ftem before her throne; 
And guard; (fo Jovre commands,) the facred place, 
" Who feeks her muft the mighty coll fuftain, 
" And pay the price of fame ; labour, and care, and pain. 

xin. 

** Wou'dft thou engage the gods peculiar care ? 
" O Hercules, th' immortal powers adore ! 

" With a pure heart, with iacrifice and pray'r 
" Attend their altars ; and their aid implore. 

" Or wou'dft thou gain thy country's loud applaufe» 
** Lov'd as her father, as her god ador'd ? 

** Be thou the bold afTertor of her caufe ; 
** Her voice, in council ; in the fight, her fword. 
** In peace, in war, purfue thy country's good : 
** For her, bare thy bold bread ; and pour thy generous blood* 

XIV. 

Wou'dilthou, to quell the proud and lift th' oppreft. 
In arts of war and matchlef? ftrength excel ? 

Firft conquer thou thyfelf. To eafe, to reft. 
To each foft thought of pleafure, bid farewel. . 
" The night alternate, due to fweet repofe. 
In watches wafte ; in painful march, the day : 
Congealed, amidft the rigorous winter's fhows ; 
" Scorch'd, by the fummer's thirft-inflaming ray. 
Thy haxxJen'd limbs fliall boaft fuperior might : 
^ Vigour fhall brace thine arm, refiftlefs in the fight." 

XV. "Hear'll 
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XV. 
" Hear'ft thoo, what monflers then thou muft engage ; 
" What dangers, gentle youth, (he bids thee prove ? 
(Abrupt fays Sloth) " ill fit thy tender age 

" Tumult and wars ; fit age, for joy and love. 

** Turn, gentle youth, to me, to love and joy ! 
" To thefe I lead : no monfters here fhall ftay 

" Thine eafy courfe ; no cares thy peace annoy : 
" I lead to blifs a nearer, fmoother way. 
" ^K>rt is my way ; fair, eafy, fmooth, and plain : 
*' Tarn, gentle youth ! With me eternal pleafures reign.** 

XVI. 
*' What pleafures, vain miilaken wretch, are thine ! 
(Virtue with fcom repl/d :) " who fleep'ft in eafe 

'^ infenfate ; whofe foft limbs the toil decline 
" That feafons blifs, and makes enjoyment pleafe. 
** Draining the copious bowl, ere thiril require ; 
" Fealling, ere hunger to the feaft invite : 
** Whofe taftelefs joys anticipate defire ; 
" Whom luxury fupplies with appetite : 
'* Yet Nature loaths ; and you employ in vain 
** Variety and art to conquer her difdsun. 

XVII. 
" The iparkling ne£tar, cool'd with fununer fnows ; 
" The dainty boards with choiceft viands fpread ; 

" To thee are taftelefs all ! Sincere repofe 
** Flies from thy flow*ry couch and downy bed. 
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" For thou art only tir^d with indolence : . 
Nor is thy ikep, with toil and labour bought : 

Th' imperfefl fleep that lulls thy lai^guid fenfe 
In duH oblivious interval of thought : 
That kindly fteals th' ina6live hours away 
*' From the long, ling'ring fpace, that lengthens oat the day: 

XVIII. 
** From bounteous nature's unexhau^d flores 
Flows the pure fountain of fincere delights : 
Averfe to herj you wafte the joylefs hours ; 
** Sleep drowns thy days, and riot rules thy nights. 

" Immortal tho' thou art, indignant Jove 
^ Huri'-d thee from heaven, th' immortals bliisful places 

" For ever hanifli'd from the realms above^ 
** To dwell on earthy with man's degenerate race t 
*• Fitter abode ! On earth alike difgrac'd; 
** Reje6ked ty the wife, and by the fool embrac'd; 

XIX, 
** Fond wretch, that vainly weeneft all delight 
** To gratify the fenfe refcrVd for thee I 

<^ Yet the moft pkafing dbjed to the fight, 
** Thine own fair a£lion, never didH thou fee; 

*^ Tho' lull'd with foftell founds thou lieft along ; 
'' Soft muiic, warbling voices, melting lays : 

^' N^er did'ft^ou^hear, moreiweet than fweeteft fong 
*^ Charming the foul, thou ne'er didft hear thy praife ! 

*< No to thy revels let the fool repair : 

^* To fuch) go fmooth thy fpeech \ and fpread thy tempting (hare. 

XX. « Vaft 
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" Vaft happinefs enjoy thy gay allies ! 
A youth of follies ; and old age, of cares : 

Young, yet enervate ; old, yet never wife ; 
Vice waftes their vigour, and their mind impairs^ 

Vain, idle, delicate, in thoughtlefs eafe 
Referving woes for age their prime they fpend ; 
All v(^^ched, hopelefs, in the evil days 
*' With forrow to the verge of life they tend. 
" Griev*d, with the prefent ; of the paft, aihamM : 
" They live, and are defpis'd : they die, nor more are nam'd* 

XXI. 
But with the gods, and godlike men, Idwdl : 
Me, his fupreme delight, th'. almighty Sir^ 
Regards well-pleas'd : whatever works excel, 
" All or divine or human, I infpire. 

Counfel with ilrength, aud indofhy with art. 
In un^on meet conjoin'd, with me refide : 
" My dilates arm, inftnrfl, and meind the heart; 
The fureft policy, the wifeft guide. 
With me, true friendfhip dwells : (he deigns to bind 
♦* Thofe generous fouls alone, whom I before have join'd.- 

xxn. 

Nor need my friends the v^arious cofUy fcjift^ 
Hunger to them th' efiedls of art fupj^s ; 

Labour prepares th^r weary limbs to tt& ; 
Swfiet is their deep : light, chcarful, ftrong they rife. 
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" Honour rewards the brave and bold alone ; 
She fpums the timorous, indolent, and bafe : 
" Danger and toil ftand ftem before her throne ; 
And guard, {{o Jovre commands,) the facred place, 
" Who feeks her muft the mighty coll fuftain. 
And pay the price of fame ; labour, and care, and pain. 

xra. 

** Wou'dft thou engage the gods peculiar care ? 
*' O Hercules, th' immortal powers adore ! 

** With a pure heart, with facrifice and pray'r 
** Attend their altars ; and their aid implore* 

" Or wou'dll thou gain thy country's loud applaufe> 
Lov'd as her father, as her god ador'd ? 
Be thou the bold afTertor of her caufe ; 
** Her voice, in council ; in the fight, her fword. 
** In peace, in war, purfue thy country's good : 
** For her, bare thy bold breaft ; and pour thy generous blood. 

XIV. 
** Wou'dfl thou, to quell the proud and lift th' oppreft. 
In arts of war and matchlef? flrength excel ? 

Firft conquer thou thyfelf. To eafe, to reft. 
To each foft thought of pleafure, bid farewel, 
" The night alternate, due to fweet repofe. 
In watches wafte ; in painful march, the day : 
Congeal'd, amidil the rigorous winter's ihows ; 
•* Scorch'd, by the fummer's thirft-inflaming ray. 
•* Thy hax^en'd limbs fliall boaft fuperior might : 
*• Vigour fhall brace thine arm, refiftlefe in the fight." 

XV. "Hear'ft 
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XV. 
*' Hear'ft thoo, what monfters then thou muft engage ; 
What dangers, gentle youth, (he bids thee prove ? 
(Abrupt fays Sloth) " ill fit thy tender age 

Tumult and wars ; fit age, for joy and love. 
** Turn, gentle youth, to me, to love and joy I 
" To thefe I lead : no monfters here fhall ftay 

" Thine eafy courfe ; no cares thy peace annoy : 
" I lead to blifs a nearer, finoother way. 
" Short is my way ; fair, eafy, fmooth, and plain : 
*' Turn, gentle youth! With me eternal pleafures reign.** 

XVI. 
" What pleafures, vain miftaken wretch, are thine ! 
(Virtue with fcorn reply'd:) " who fleep'ft in eafe 

*^ Infenfate ; whofe foft limbs the toil decline 
" That feafons blifs, and makes enjoyment pleafe. 
Draining the copious bowl, ere thirft require ; 
Feafting, ere hunger to the feaft invite : 
" Whofe taftelefs joys anticipate deiire ; 
" Whom luxury fupplies with appetite : 
'* Yet Nature loaths ; and you employ in vain 
** Variety and art to conquer her difdain. 

XVII. 
The iparkling ne£tar, cool'd with fummer fnows ; 
The dainty boards witl^ choiceil viands fpread ; 
" To thee are taftelefs all ! Sincere repofe 
*' Flies from thy flowery couch and downy bed. 
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tJnmov'd in toils, in dangers andi{inay*(^. 
By Qiany a hardy deed and bold emprizcy 

From fierceft mongers, thro' her pow'rful aici» 
He free'd the earth : thro' her, he gain'd the^ ikies. 
'Twas Virtue plac'd him in the bleft abode ; ' 
Crown'd, with eternal youth : among the Gods^ a God. 

All O D E. 

TO THE 

l»eople- of G R E AT- B RITA I N. 

in imitation of the Sixth Ode. of the Third Book 

of HORACB. 

Written' in 1746. 

i. 

R I T O N I the thunder of the wrath divinCt fthine. 



B 



Pue to thy fathers crimes, and long with-held fronr. 
Shall burfl with tenfold rage on thy devoted head ; 
Unlefs with confcious terrors aw'd,^ 
By meek, heart-flruck repentance led. 
Suppliant thou fall before th' ofiended Godr 
If haply yet thou may'fl avert his ire ; 
And ftay his arm out-flretch'd to^launce the avenging fire. 



t til 

n. . 

Did not hijgh God of old ordain, . ^ 
When to thy grafp he gave the fcepter of the xnaiii^- 

That empire in this ^vour'd^And, 
Fix'd on religion's fbUd bafe ihould iland i 

When from thy ftruggling neck he broke 
'Th* inglorious, galling, papal yoke. 

Humbled die pride of haughty Spain, 
And free'd thee by a woman-hero's hand ; 

He then confirm'd the (bong decree : 
'* Briton». be virtuous and be free ; 

** Be truth, be ian6tity thy guide : 
" Be humble 2 fear thy God ; and fear thou none be£de.'' 

m. 

6ft h^ th' offended pow'r his riiing anger ikown : 

Le4 OA by his avenging hand 

Rebellibn triumphs in the land : [thrown. 

Twice h^ve hqr barbarous fons our war-train'd hoils o'er-* 

They fell a cheap inglorious prey ; 
Th' ambitious vigor's boaft was half fuppreft. 

While heaV'n-bred fear, and wild difmay^ 
Unman'd ^e warrior's teart, and reignM in every breait- 

- -xv;.. 

• • . ., , - . . • ■ . 

Met imW to foreign lands Britannia boffe i 
Her arms, au&icious now no more ! 
With frequent conqucfts where the fires were erO^Mi 
The ions iU*&ted fell, and bit the hoilile grott&d s 
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The tame, war-trading Selgian fled, 
While in his caufe the feriton bled : 

The Gaul ftood wond'ring at his own fuccefs ; 
Oft did his hardieft bands their wonted fears confefs^ 

Struck with difinay, and meditating flight ; 

While the brave £ot ffiil ufg'd th* unequal fight. 

While William, with his Father*s ardour fir'd. 
Through allth' undaunted hoft the generous flame infpir'd ! 

V. 
But heavier far the weight of fliame 

That funk Britannia's naval fame : 
In vain flie fpreads her ohce-vidlorious fails : 
Or fear, or rafli'nefs, in her chiefs prevails ; 
And wildly thefe prevent, thofe bafely fhun the fight ; 
Content with humble praife, the foe 
Avoids the long impending blow ; 
Improves the kind efcajpe, and triumphs in his flight. 

VI. 

The monfbous age, which ftill increafing yeiars debafe. 
Which teems with unknown crimes, & genders new difgrace, 
Firfl:, unrcftraihM by honour, faith, or ihame. 

Confounding every fkcred name. 
The hallow'd nuptial bed with lawlefs lufl profan'd : 

Deriv'd from this polluted fource 

* 

The diVe corruption held its courfe 
Through the whole canker'd race, and tainted all the land. 
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vn. 

The rip'ning may is vers'd in every dangerous a^-t. 
That ill adprns the form while it^orrupts the heart : 

Pradis'd to drefs, to da^K^e, tp play. 

In wanton ijiafk to lead the way. 
To move the pjiant lii^bs, to roll the luring eye ; 
With folly's gayeft partizans tp vyc 

In empty noife and vain expence ; 

To celebrate with flauntiug air 
The midnight revels of the fair 5 

Studious of ev'ry praife, but virtue, truth, and fenfe. ' 

yin. 

Thus leilbn'd in intrigue her early thought improves. 
Nor meditates ip. vaip forbidden loves : 
Soon the. gay nyn^ph in Cyprus* train (hall rove 

Free and at larg^ amidfi: th' Idali^n grove ^ 
Or haply jealous of the voice of fame, 
Mafk'd in the matron's fobor .i).ame. 
With many a weU-diflembled wije 
The kind, convenient hufband's care beguile : 
Morie deeply vers'd in Venus' myftick lore. 
Yet for fuch meaner arts too lofty and fublime. 

The proud, high-born, patrician whore, 
;ears unabafh'd her front ; and glories in hex crime. 

Higher froni city and from court 
Th^ votaries of love refort ; 
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" Honour rewards the brave and bold alone ; 
*' She fpums the timorous, indolent, and bafe ; 

" Danger and toil ftand ftern before her throne ; 
" And guards {{o Jovre commands,) the facred place, 
" Who feeks her muft the mighty coll fuftain. 
And pay the price of fame ; labour, and care, and pain. 

xra. 

**- Wou'dft thou engage the gods peculiar care ? 
*' O Hercules, th' immortal powers adore ! 

** With a pure heart, with facrifice and pray'r 
** Attend their altars ; and their aid implore. 

" Or wou'dll thou gain thy country's loud applaufe> 
** Lov'd as her father, as her god ador'd ? 

** Be thou the bold aflertor of her caufe ; 
** Her voice, in council ; in the fight, her fword. 
** In peace, in war, purfue thy country's good : 
** For her, bare thy bold breaft ; and pour thy generous bloods 

XIV. 

« 

** Wou'dfl thou, to quell the proud and lift th' oppreft, 
** In arts of war and matchlef? flrength excel ? 

" Firft conquer thou thyfelf. To eafe, to reft, 
" To each foft thought of pleafure, bid farewel. . 

" The night alternate, due to fweet repofe, 
•* In watches wafte ; in painful march, the day : 

" Congeal'd, amidft the rigorous winter's ihows ; 
•* Scorch'd, by the fummer's thirft-inflaming ray. 
•* Thy hax^en'd limbs fhall boafl fopcrior might : 
^ Vigour fhall brace thine arm, refifUefs in the fight.*' 

XV. "Hear'il 
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XV. 
" Hear'ft thou, what monfters then thou muft engage ; 
What dangers, gentle youth, (he bids thee prove ? 
(Abrupt fays Sloth) " ill fit thy tender age 

" Tumult and wars ; fit age, for joy and love. 

** Turn, gentle youth, to me, to love and joy ! 
" To thcfe I lead : no monfters here fhall ftay 

" Thine eafy courfe ; no cares thy peace annoy : 
" I lead to blifs a nearer, finoother way. 
** Short is my way ; fair, eafy, fmooth, and plain : 
** Tom, gentle youth! With me eternal pleafures reign." 

XVI. 
*' What pleafures, vain miftaken wretch, are thine ! 
(Virtue with fcom reply'd :) " who fleep'ft in eafe 

'* Infenfate ; whofe foft limbs the toil decline 
** That feafons blifs, and makes enjoyment pleaie. 
•* Draining the copious bowl, ere thirft require ; 
" Feafling, ere hunger to the feaft invite : 
** Whofe taftelefs joys anticipate defire ; 
«* Whom luxury fupplies with appetite : 
** Yet Nature loaths ; and you employ in vain 
** Variety and art to conquer her difdsun. 

xvn. 

" The fparkling nedlar, cooPd with fummer fnows ; 
•* The dainty board, with choiceft viands fpread ; 

" To thee are taftelefs all ! Sincere repofe 
** Flies from thy flow'ry couch and downy bed. 
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" For thou art only tir^d with indolence : . 
Nor is tby lleep, with toil and labour bought : 

Th' imperfe£l ileep that lulls thy lai\guid fenTe 
In dull oblivious interval of thought : 
That kindly fteals th' ina^ve hours away 
From the long, lingering fpace, that lengthens out the day: 

XVIII. 
** From bounteous nature's unexhau^d (lores 
*^ Flows the pYtre fountain of iincere delights : 

" Averfe to her^ you wafte the joylefs hours ; 
** Sleep drowns thy days, and riot rules thy nights. 

" Immortal tho' thou art, indignant Jove 
** Hurl'd thee from heaven, th' immortals bliisful place » 

** For ever banifh'd from the realms above, 
** To dwell on earthy with man's degenerate race f 
** Fitter abode ! On earth alike difgrac'd; 
** Rejeded by the wife, and by the fool embrac'd; 

XIX. 
'* Foiid wretch, that vainly weeneft all delight 
** To gratify the fenfe referv'd for thee 1 

" Yet the moft pkaiing c^je6k to the fight, 
** Thine own fair adion, never didft thou fee; 

*< Tho' lull'd with fofteft founds thou lieft along ; 
''Soft moiic,' warbling voices, meltmg lays : 

'* l^e^er did'ft thou bear, morefweet than fweetefl fong 
^' Charming the fool, thou ne'er didfb hear thypraife I 

i< No to thy revels let the fool repair : 

^' To fuch) go fmooth thy fpeech \ and fpread thy tempting fnare. 

XX. « Vaft 
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XX. 

*^ Vaii iiappinefs enjoy thy gay allies t 
** A youth of follies ; and old age, of cares : 

" Young, yet enervate ; old, yet never wife ; 
" Vice waftes their vigour, and their mind impairs* 
** Vain, idley delicate, in thoughtlefs ea(e 
Referving woes for age their prime they fpend ; 
All wretched, hopelefs, in the evil days 
** With forrow to the verge of life they tend. 
" Griev*d, with the prefent ; of the paft, afhamM : 
" They live, and are defpis'd : they die, nor more are nam'd* 

XXI. 
But with the gods, and godlike men, Idwdl : 
Me, his fupreme delight, th' almighty Sire 
Regards well-pleas'd : whatever works excel, 
" All or divine or human, I inipire. 

" Counfel with ftrength, aud induftry with art. 
In un^on meet conjoined, with me refide : 
My dilates arm, inftruft, and meind the heart ; 
" The fureft policy, the wifeft guide. 
" With me, true friendlhip dwells : fht deigns to bind 
•• Thofe generous fouls alone, whom I before have join'd. 

XXII. 
** Nor need my friends the various coftly fcaft; 
«* Hunger to them th' ejflfeas of art fupplies ; 

** Labour prepares ihtii weary limbs to ttR ; 
" Sw^^t i$ their flcep : light, chearfuJ, ftrong they rife. 
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«* Honour rewards the brave and bold alone ; 
She fpums the timorous, indolent, and bafe ; 
** Danger and toil ftand ftern before her throne ; 
And guards (fo Jore commands,) the facred place, 
** Who {eeks her muft the mighty coll fuftain, 
" And pay the price of fame ; labour, and care, and pain. 

xra. 

**- Wou'dft thou engage the gods peculiar care ? 
*' O Hercules, th' immortal powers adore ! 

** With a pure heart, with facrifice and pray'r 
** Attend their altars ; and their aid implore. 

** Or wou'dJt thou gain thy country's loud applaufe> 
** Lov'd as her father, as her god ador'd ? 
** Be thou the bold afTertor of her caufe ; 
** Her voice, in council ; in the fight, her fword. 
** In peace, in war, purfue thy country's good : 
*' For her, bare thy bold breaft ; and pour thy generous blood« 

XIV. 
Wou'dftthou, to quell the proud and lift th' opprell. 
In arts of war and matchlef§ flrength excel ? 

Firft conquer thou thyfelf. To eafe, to reft. 
To each foft thought of pleafore, bid fareweL . 
" The night alternate, due to fweet repofe. 
In watches wafte ; in painful march, the day : 

Congeal'd, amidft the rigorous winter's fiiows ; 
Scorch'd, by the fummer's thirft-inflaming ray. 
« Thy harden'd limbs fhall boaft fuperior might : 
*• Vigour fhall brace thine arm, reiiftlefs in the fight." 

XV. "Hear'il 
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XV. 

" Hear'ftihou, what monfters then thou muft engage; 
" What dangers, gentle youth, ihe bids thee prove ? 
(Abrupt fays Sloth) " ill fit thy tender age 

" Tumult and wars ; fit age, for joy and love. 

" Turn, gentle youth, to me, to love and joy ! 
" To thefe I lead : no monfters here fhall flay 

" Thine eafy courfe ; no cares thy peace annoy : 
" I lead to blifs a nearer, finoother way. 
" Short is my way ; fair, eafy, fmooth, and plain : 
" Tom, gentle youth ! With me eternal pleafures reign." 

XVI. 
*' What pleafures, vain mifkken wretch, are thine ! 
(Virtue with fcom rcply*d :) " who fleep'ft in eafe 

*^ Infenfate ; whofe foft limbs the toil decline 
** That feafons blifs, and makes enjoyment pleafe. 
Draining the copious bowl, ere third require ; 
Feafting, ere hunger to the feaft invite : 
** Whofe taftelefs joys anticipate defire ; 
Whom luxury fupplies with appetite : 
" Yet Nature loaths ; and you employ in vain 
** Variety and art to conquer her difdain. 

xvn. 

The fparkling ne£lar, cooPd with fummer fnows ; 
The dainty board, with choiceft viands fpread ; 
" To thee are taftelefs all ! Sincere repofe 
** Flics from thy flow'ry couch and downy bed. 
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" For thou art only tir'd with indolence : 
Nor is thy ileep, with toil and labour bought : 
Th' imperfedl ileep that lulls thy languid fenTe 
^' In dull oblivious interval of thought : 
** That kindly fteals th' ina^ve hours away 
^' From the long, lingering fpace, that lengthens out the day: 

XVIII. 
*' From bounteous nature's unexhau^d (lores 
" Flows the pure fountain of iincere delights : 

" Averfe to herj you wafte the joylefs hours ; 
** Sleep drowns thy days, and riot rules thy nights. 

" Immortal tho* thou art, indignant Jove 
** Hurl'd thee from heaven, th' immortals bliisful place » 

" For ever banifh'd from the realms above, 
** To dwell on earthy with man's degenerate race i 
** Fitter abode ! On earth alike difgrac'd; 
** Rejeded by the wife, and by the fool embrac'd; 

XIX. 
** Foiid wretch, that vainly weeneft all delight 
To gratify the fenfe refcrv'd for thee I 
Yet the mod pka£i^ Q^e&. to the fight, 
** Thine own fair action, never didft thou fee. 

** Tho' lull'd with foftcft founds thou lieft along ; 
** Soft mofic; warbling voices, melting lays : 

^* 'Ne^er did'ft thou bear, nioreiweet than fweeteft fong 
^* Charming the fool, thou ne'er didfb hear thy praife I ' 

i« No to thy revels let the fool rq>air : 

^< To fuch^ go fmooth thy fpeech ; and fpread thy tempting fnare; b 
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XX. 

** Vafi iiappinefs enjoy thy gay allies t 
A youth of follies ; and old age, of cares : 
Young, yet enervate ; old, yet never wife ; 
" Vice waftes their vigour, and their mind impairs* 
Vain, idle, delicate, in thoughtlefs eafe 
Referving woes for age their prime they fpend ; 
All wretched, hopelefs, in the evil days 
** With forrow to the verge of life they tend. 
" Griev*d, with the prefent ; of the paft, afhamM : 
" They live, and are defpis'd : they die, nor more are nam'd* 

XXI. 
But with the gods, and godlike men, I dwell : 
Me, his fupreme delight, th' almighty Sir6 

Regards well-pleas'd : whatever works excel, 
All or divine or human, I inipire. 
** Counfel with ftrength, aud indufhy with art. 
In un^on meet conjoined, with me refide : 

My didates arm, inftrud, and meind the heart; 
The fureft policy, the wifeft guide. 
With me, true friendfhip dwells : Ihe deigns to bind 
•• Thofe generous fouls alone, whom I before have join'd. 

XXII. 
Nor need my friends the various coftly fcaft; 
Hunger to them th' efie6U of art fupi^s ; 
Labour prepares th^ weary limbs tottR; 
" Swfict i$ their ikep : light, chearfu), ftrong they rife. 
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The rich, the great, the gay, and the fcvere ; 
The penfion'd architedi of laws ; 
The patriot, lbi;d in virtoe's cauie ; 
Pn>ad of imputed worth, the peer : 
Regardlefs of his &ith, his country, or his name. 
He pawns his honour ^d eftate ; 
No^ reckons at how dear a rate 
He purchafes difeafe, and fervitude, and fhame. 

Not from fuch daftard fires, to every virtue loH, 
Sprung the brave youth which Britain once could boaH : 
Who curyd the. Gaul's ufurping fway. 

Who fwept th' unnumber'd hofts away, 

' *• . . * ■ .. ...... f . '. .'. .''f 

In Agincourt, and Crefl^^^s glorious plain ; 
Who dy'd the feas with 3panifh blood. 

Their vainlv- vaunted fleets fubdu'd. 
And ipread flie mighty wreck o*er^ th^ vanquiflj'd main. 

t 

No ;— 'twas ^ generous race,'by Worth tranfiniffive known : 
In their bold breaft their fathers (ptrit glow'd; . 
In tWeir pttfe veins their mothers virtue flow'd : 
They *ma4c hereditary pnufe their own. 
The fire liis emulous offspring led 
'The rougKer pa^s of feme to tread; 
iTie madon train'd their fpotlefe youth 
In honour, fandity, and truth ; 
Form*d by th* united parents care. 
The fons, tho' bold, were wife j th^ daughters chafte, tho* fair. 

Xn, How 
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XII. 
How Time, aU -wafting, ev*n the worft impairs. 
And each foul age to drdgs ftill fouler runs ! 

Our fires, niore vicious e;v'n than theirs, 
Left us, ftill more degenerate heirs; 
To fpawn a bafer brood of monfler-breeding fons. 

P S Y CHE: or the 
GREAT ME T A Mb k P H O S I S. 

A POEM, written in Imitation of Spenser. 

I. 

WHERE early Phoebus fheds ii« milder beams. 
The happy gardens of Adonis lay : 
There Time, wcllpleasM to woniie, a youth befeems. 
Ne yet his wings were fledg'd, ne locks were grey ; 
Round him in fweet accord the Seafbns play 
With fruits and bloflbms meint, in goodly gree; 
And dancing hand in hand rejoice die lea. 
Sick gardens now* no mortal wight can fee, 
Ne mote they^nfy fimple verfe dcfcriveh be. 






The tempered 'dime Kill many "a tree affords ; 
Thofe many trees blufh forth with ripen'd fruite ; 
The blufhing fruite to feafl invites the birds ; 
The birds with plenteous feafls their fbength recruite ; 
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OfPring at his coinmsind» their fweet mceitfe j 
Thus I, drawn here, by thy cnliv*niilg rays^ 
(Call not intrufidn "my dbediencc !) 
Perforce, y^t wiHitig thrall, am 60itte tb'gttiie. 
To pay my homage meet, and bd(Ic'ih bdHuty'^'trfazeJ 

X*XVIIL 
Amaz'd fhe ftobd, nor could reoJrer fboti j 
From c6ntemJ)lation fuddenly abraid : 
Starting at fpeech unufual : yet the time 
Struck footly on her ear, arid concert ihkde 
With her own thoughts. Nor with lefs pleafure flray^c 
Her eyes delighted o'er his glol1!y ikin ; 
Yet frighted at the thorn oh which "he "play'd : 
Pleafure with horror mixt ! fhe hiittg between 
Sufpended; yields, recoils, uncertain whei-e to Bli^ 

XXIX. 
At length fhe fpoke : " Reptile, ho chanhs Itnov^r 
, ** Such as you mention : yet what e*er fheyare^ 
(And nill I lefTen what the gOds beftow) 
Their is the gift, and be the tribute their I 
** For them thefe beauties I improve with care^ 
** Intent to them alone from eve to mom. 
** But reed me, reptile, whettfce this wonder ^afe^ • 
" That thou hafl fpeech, as if to reafon bfcfrn ? 
** And how, unhurt youfport on tliat'fbrbidden thorn?*' 

XXX, Say 






XXX. 

** Say, why foAiddcn thorn ? the foe replied : 
*' To every reptile, every infoA free, 
'* Has malice harfii to thee alone denied 
" The fragrance of the rofe enjoy 'd by. me ? 
** — ^^was love, not malice, form'd tljie kind decree, 
(Half-wroth, fhe cried :) " Thine all thefe bulkets are, 
" Thine fruit and flow'r, were Cupid's words to jjiie : 
*' But <^ ! I charge thee, love, the ro^ fisrbcar ; 

" For prickles fliarp do arm the d^g^rous rpijiere. 

XXXI. 
** Prickles will paiii, and p^ will b^niA Ipve : 
" I charge thee, Pfyche, then the rofe forbear. 
*' When faint and fick^ thy languors to reinyav^i 
^* To yon ambroilal £brubs, and plants repair ; 
** Thou weeteft not what med'cines in them are. 
What wonders follow their repeated ufe 
N'ote thy weak fenfe conceive, fhould I declare : 
** Their labour'd balm, and well-conco£led juice, 

M New life> new forms, new thews, new joys, new worlds 

XXXJI. [produce. 

** T*hy term of tryal pail with conftancy, 

^* Thy wimpling ^ugh ihall fall like filth ^way ; 

*' On pnions broad up^tcd to the ikie, 

'* Thou (halt, aftcrt, thy ibrangerfelffurvey. 

G 2 «* Tc^fe^er, 
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Together, Pfyclie, will we climb and play; 
Together wander through the fields of air. 
Beyond where funs and moons mete night and day, 
I charge thee, O my love, the rofe forbear, 
" If thou wooldft fcathe avoid, Pfyche,forewarnM,beware ! 

XXXIII. 
Out burft the H^nnion into open laugh : 
She blufh'd, and frown'd at his uncivil mirth. 
Then, foften'd to a fmile, as hiding half 
What mote offend if boldly utter'd forth. 
He ^eem'd t* affay to give bis anfwer birth : 
But -ftop^d ; and chang'd his fmiles to looks of ruth. « 

*^ Is this (quoth he) fit guerdon for thy worth ? i 

" Does Cupid thus impofe upon thy youth ? \ 

^' Dwells then in heav'n fuch envy, void of love and truth ? ^ 

XXXIV. \ 

' ** Is this the inftance of his tendemels, ] 

*' To envy Pfychc what to worms is given ? j, 

** To cut her off from prefent happinefs ^ 

*' With feign'd reverlion of a promised heav'n ? 
" By threat'nings falfe from true enjoyments driven ! ^ 
" How innocent the thorn to touch, he knows : r 

Where are my wounds ? or where th' avenging levin f^ig 
How foftly blalh thefe colours of the rofe ? g 

How fwcet (and div'dinto the flow'r) its fragrance flowri^ 

■a 
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XXXV. 
Diiadvantageoas are thy tenns of tryal ; 
No longer Pfyche then the rofe forbear. 
What is to recompence the harfh denyal, 
" But dreams of wand'ring thro' the fields of air. 
And joys, I know not what, I know not where ! 
As eath, on leafy pinions borne the tree 
'* Mote rufh into the ikies, and flutter there, 
" As thou (bar yon, and quit thy. due degree : 
*' Thou for this world wert made : this world was made for 

XXXVI. [thee. 

" In vain you'd fly to yonder flirubs and plants ; 
** Bitter their tefte,' and worthlefs their eflfedt : 
^* Here is the polychreft for all thy wants ; 

No panacea, like the rofe, expeA. 

Mute as my fellow-brutes, as them abjeft 
** And reafonlefs was I, till haply woke 

By taiHng ef die rofe, (O weak negledt 

In thee the wiiile !) the dawn of fapience broke 
On my admiring foul, I reafonM, and I fpoke. 

xxxvn. 

** Nor this the only change ; for fbon I found 
" The briflcer fpirits flow in fidler tyde; 
" And more than ufual lufbe fpread around ; 
** Such virtue has the rofe, in me well tried. 
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** But wife, I ween, thy lover has denie4 
** Its ufe to thee ; I join him too : beware 
" The dangVous rofe. — For fucH thy beauty's prido 
** 'Twere death to gaze on, if improv'd ! — ^Forbear 
*• i^o iharp that wit, tooke^n !— Touch not the roficre.'? 

xxxvm. 

Uncheckt, indulged, her growing paffions rife : 
Wonder, to fee him fafe, and hear his telling; 
Aihfoition vain', to be inore fair and wife ; 
Aiid rage, at Cupid's ririfcoriCeiv'd falfe dealing : 
Various the guils, but^ all one way impelling. 
She pluUg'd into the bofom of the tree. 
And fhatch'd the rbfe, no dreaded pdn or quelling. 
Off drops the fhake, nof farther ftaid to fee | 

But ruih'd into die flood, and ranifH'd prefently* 

XXXIX. 
Full many i thorn her tender body rent j 
Fhii ihahy a thbtn within the ivdiihd^ rbmaiti. 
And thrdbbing caufe continual dreriihent : 
While gory drops her dainty form diflain. 
She ^ftics her loft innocence again, - 
And her 16ft |ieace, loft charms, loft love to find j 
But fhathb ii{>braids her with a wifh To vain : 
Defpair fucce^ded, and aVerfidn blind j 

Pain fills her tortur'd fenf^ and horror clouds her mind. 

XL. Her 
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Her bleeding, fei»t, djiiforder'd, y^oe-be^on^ 

Stretcht on the bank befi.4^ the fatal thorn, 

Venus whp came to feek her with her (oi)i, 

BcheUL She Hop'd : And albe heav'nly bora, . 
Rathfnl of others woe, began to mourn. 

The lofi of Venus' (miles fick nature found : ' 

As froft-nipt drops the bloom, the birds foreloni 

Sit huih'd, the fa(ie4 fun fp^eads dininefs round ; 

The datt'ring thunders crafh, a;id earthquakes rock the 

. XU. [ground. 

Then arming with z, killing f^v$cn her bro>y ; 
^* Die, poor unhappy"— Cupid fuppli^t broke 
Th' unfiniih'd fen^ce ; and wjth dueful boyr 
B^d her to 49^ thf If eehnpis of her look. 
Which Nature feeling to he^ center ihook. 
*' Then how fhould Pfyche bear it ? Spare the m^ds 
^* nris plain that Anteros his fpight has wrokc : 
*^ Shall vengeance due to him, on her be laid ? 

^* Oh ! let me run, and reach th' ambrofial bdms,'' be iaid« 

XLH, 
** Ah what woold Cupid aik ? the queen replies ; 
** Can all thoie balms reftore her pci^e agam I 
*^ WooUft thou a wretched life inunortali;se ; 
'* Wouldft tbo.^ protraa by potent l^crb«, h^x J>m f 
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•* Love bids her die ; diy cruel wiih reftrain 

'* Why then (quoth he) in looms of fate were wove 

** The lives of thofe, in long fucceffive train, 

" From her to fpring, thro* yon bright tradb to rove ? 

5* Due to the Ikyes, and meant to fhine in fields above ? 

XLin. 
Say, would thy goodnefs envy them the light 
Appointed for them, or the good prevent 
** Forefeen from them to flow? eracing quite 
'* The whc^e creation thro* avengement ? 
** One only fpecies from its order rent, 
** The whole creation (hrivels to a (hade.— 
** —Better all vanifh'd, faid ihe, than be meint 
" In wild confufion ; through free will mifled, 

*• And tempted to go wrong from punifhment delayed.*? 

XLIV. 
** Let me that exemplary vengeance bear, 
(Benign retum'd her amiable fon :) 
** Juftice on her would lofe its aim ; fevere 
** In vain, productive of no good ; for none 
** Could by that defqjating blow be won. 
** So falls each generous purpofc of the will 
** Corrcft, extinguiih'd by abortion : 
** Whence jufUce would its own intendments fpill ; 

** And cut off vertue, by the ftroke meant vice to kill. 
" •' XLV. ^^Yet 
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XLV. 
.*' Yet left impunity fhould forehead give 
.** To vice, in .me let guilt adopted find 
." A vidlim ; here awhile vouchfafe me live 
" Thy proof of juftice, mixt with mercy kind !" 
" — Oh ! ftrange requeft (quoth Ihe) of pity blind ! 
" How fhouldft thou fuffer, who didft ne'er ofFcnd ? 
** How canft thou bear to be from me difloin'd ? 
" To wander here, where nature 'gins to wend 

** To wafte and wildemefs, and pleafures have an end ?" 

XLVI. 
** You, Venus, fufFer, (faid fhc) when you ftrike 
** Not for your own, but others foul offence : 
** Why not permitted I to do the like, 
" When greater good, I fee, will coul from thence f 
" That greater good orepays all punilhments ; 
" And makes my fufPrings, pleafure : if they prove 
** A means to conquer Anteros, difpenfe 
" Healings to Pfyche's wounds, regain her love, 

** And lead her, with her happy fons, to realms above," 

XLVII. 
" To thy intreaties Pfyche's life I give, 
(Replied th* indulgent mother to her fon :) 
'* But yet deformM, and minifhM let her live ; 
*< 'Till thou (halt grant a better change foredonc ; 

"Nor 
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Nor fhall that change, but thro' death gates be won. 

This meed be thj[|ie> ore h^r and hers to reign ! 

Already Natwe puts her horrors on : 

Away ! — I to. my bow'r of blifs again ! 
Thou to. thy taft; ol love, and voluntary pain," 

XLVm. 
She went ; and like a fhifted flage, the fcene 
Vaniih'd at once ; th' ambrofial plants were loft ; 
The janrkig feafons brought on various t^en ; 
Sach fought, each feeking, each by other croft. 
Young fpring to fumnier flies from winter's froft ; 
While fweltry fusumer thirfts for autumn's bowl. 

Which autumn lioldft to winter ; winter toft 
With fcom away, young fpring inflames his foul : 

Still craviagw n^v^r pleas'd, thus round ^ rpuad th^y roll, 

XLIX. 
Th^ inelefn^nt airs bind up the fluggifli foil ; 
The fhiggift ibil tjie toilfome hand requires : 
Yet thanklefe pays with (bur harfli fruits the toil ; 
Ne willing yields, but ragged thorns and briers. 
Birds, birds purfue ; as hunger's rage inspires : 
Their fweet^ (bng^ are now but ibngs of woe« 
Here from th' eRa«a<;^ng fliore the wave retires ; 
There hoaHb fipods rq^ -, impetuous torrents flow ; 

Invade the land, and the fcarce harvefts overthrow. 

L. Stretcht 
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L. 
(ktttdit OS tkebauik eftibon» di' iiivkmg £om^ 
Of Pfyche faded ; brac'd up hak and flin. 
Her dwindled body fhrunk into a worm : 
Her make new-moulded^ chang'd in ev'ry limb ; 
Her colours only left^ all pale and dim : 
Doom'd in a caterpiller's fhape to lout. 
Her paflions ill fnch worthlefs thing befeem ; 
Pride, rage, and vanity to banilh out. 

She cteeping crawls, and drags a loadifome length about. 

LI. 
How Cupid wa(h'd her noifome filth away ; 
What artB he tried to win her love again ; 
By what wilts guilefid Ant'ros did aflky. 
By leafing, ftill her recreant to maintain, 

• And render Cupid*s kindly labours vain : 

Their combat, Cupid's conqueft, Pfyche^s crown, 
(My da/s fet talk here ended) muft remain 
Unfung ; far nobler verfe mote they renown : 

ynyoke the tiAkd fleers, die weary fun goes dowA» 
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JOVI ELEUTHERIO. 

Or, an Offering to 

LIBERTY. 

^ijnam rgitur liber ? Sapiens^ fihique impertofus ; 
^uem neque pauperies, neque mors, neque *vincula ferrenf : 
Re/p$n/are cupiMnihus, contemnere honoris 
Fortis ; et in feipfi ttttw teres atque rotundus, 

► HoR. Serm. Lib. 2. Sat. 7, 

HAIL Liberty! whofe prefence glads th' abode « 
Of heaven itfelf, great attribute of God ! 
By thee fuftain'd, th' unbounded fpirit runs. 
Moulds orbs on orbs, and lights up funs on funs ; 
By thee fuftainM^ in love unwearied lives. 
And uncontroul'd creates, fupports, forgives : 
No pow'r, or time, or ipace his will withftood ; 
Almighty ! endlefs \ infinite in good ! 

** Iffb, why not communicate the blifs, 
*^ And let man know what this great blefling is ?" 
Say what proportion, creature, wouldil thou claim ; 
As thy Creator's, in extent, the fame ! 

' Unlcfs 






Unlefs his other attributes were joined 
To poife the will, and regulate the mind, 
Goodnefs to aim, and wifdom to diredb. 
What mighty mifchiefs muft we thence expeft ? 
The maker knows his work ; nor judg'd.it fit 
To truft the rafh refolves of human wit : 
Which prone to hurt, too blind to help, is ilill 
Alike pernicious, mean it good or ill. 

A whim, t* improvements making fond pretence. 
Would burft a fyftem in experiments ; 
Sparrows and cats indeed no more fhould fear. 
But Saturn tremble in his diflant fphere : 
Give thee but footing in another world. 
Say, Archimedes, where fhould we be hurPd ? 

A ^rightly wit, with liquor in his head. 
Would bum a globe to light him drunk to bed : 
Th* Ephefian temple had efcap'd the flame. 
And heaven's high dome had built the madman^s fame. 

The fullen might, (when malice boiPd within,) 
Strike out the flars to intimate his fpleen : 
Not poppy-heads had fpoke a Tarquin croil ; 
Nature's chief fpring had broke, and all been lofh 

Nor leis deftru£live would this licence prove, 
TTio* thy breaft flami'd with univerfal love. 
In vain were thy benevolence of foul ; 
Soon would thy folly difconcert the whole. 
No rains, or fnows, fhould difcompofe the air; 
But flow'rs and fua-fhine drain the weary year : 

N» 
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No clouds ftibuld fully the dear face of day ; 
No tempefls rife,— -to blow a plague away. 
Mercy fhould reign untir'd, unflain'd with blood ; 
Spare the frail guilty, — to eat up die good : 
In their defence, riie, (acred Jnftice, rife ! 
Awake the thunder (leeping in the ikies. 
Sink a corrupted city in a minute : 
—Wo ! to the righteous ten who may be in if; 
Pick out the bad, and fweep them all away ! 
—So leave their babes, to cats and dogs a prey. 

Such pow*r without God's wifdbm and his will>' 
Were only an omnipotence of ill. 
Suited to man can we fuch pow'r efteem 1^ 
Fiends would be harmlefs, if compar'd with him. 

Say then, (hall all his attributes be given ? 
His elTence follows, and his throne of heav'n ; 
His very unity. Proud wretch ! (hali he 
Un-god him(elf, to make a god of thee ? 

How wide, fuch luft of liberty confounds ! 
Would lefs content thee, prudent mark the bounds I 
" Thofe which th* almighty Monarch firft defign-d^ 
** When his great image fealM the human mand ; 
" When to the beafts tiie fruitful earth 'Was givea : 
*' To fifh the ocean; and to birds their heaven i 
*' And all to man : whom fdl creation, ftorM^ 

Received as its proprietor, and lord. 

Ere earth, whofe fpadous tra^ unmeafiir'd (preads^ 
** Was (lic^d by acres andi)y roods to (hreds : 

*' When 






'* When trees and ftreams were mftfle a general gooc^ 9 
' '' And not as limits, meanly to exclude : 
** When all to all belongM ; erepow'r was told 
'* By numbered troops, or Wealth by counted gold : 
** Ere kings, or pfi^fts, their tyranny began ; 
" Or man was vaffelM to his fellow-m^.'* 

O halcyon flate ! 'when man' begnn to lire 1 
A bleffing, wdrdiy of a god to give ! 
When on th* rnifpotted'ihind, his Maker drew 
The heav'nly charaflers, correft and true. 
All ufeful knowledge, from that fource, fuppIyM j 
No blindnefs fprung fh)m ignbrance, or pride : 
All proper bleffings, from that hand, beftowM ; 
No mifchiefs, or for want, or fulnefs, flow*d t 
The quick'ning paffions gave a pleating zeft ; 
While thankful man fubmitted to be bleft. 
Simplicity, was wifdom ; tetnperance, health : 
Obedience, pow'r ; and full contentment, Weahh. 
So happy once, was nlan ! tBl the vain df 
Shook oiFhis guide, and fct up for himfelf. 
Smit with the charms of independency. 
He (corns proteftfon, raging to be free. 
Now, felf-expo*d, he feels his naked ftafte : 
Shrinks with the blaft, or melts before the heat : 
And blindly wanders, as his fancy leads. 
To ftarve on waftes, or feaft on pois'nous weeds. 
Now to the favage beafts an obvious prey ; 
Or crafty men, more favage fttU than they : 
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No Jfefs imprudent to his bread to take 

The friend unfaithful, or th* envenom'd fnake / 

Equally fatal, whether on the Nile, 

Or in the city, weeps the crocodile. 

Nor yet lefs blindly deviates learned pride j 
In ^tna bum'd, or drown'd amid the tide : 
Boafts of fiiperior fenfe ; then raves to fee, 
(When contradifled,) fools lefs wife than he; 
Mates widi his great Creator ; vainly bold 
To make new fyfteiAs, or to mend the old. 
Shapes Out a deity ; doubts, then denies : 
And drunk widi fcience, curies God and dies. 

Not heav'niy wifdom, only, is with-held, ' 
But the free bounty of the felf-fown field : 
No more, as erft, from nature's ready feafl:, 
Rifes the fatisfy'd, but temp'rate gueft : 
Caft wild abroad, no happy mean preferves ; 
By choice he furfeits, by conftraint he ftarves : 
Toils life away upon the fhibborn plain, 
*r' extort from thence the flow reludlant grain r 
The flow reludlant grain, procur'd to-day. 
His lefs induflrious neighbour fleals away : 
Hence fifls and dubs the^illage^peace confound^ 
Till fword and cannon fpread the ruin round ; 
For time and art but bring from bad to worfe : 
Unequal lots fucceed unequal force. 
Each lot a feveral curfe. Hence rich, and poor r 
This pines, and dies negledled at the door; 
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Wti&e gouts and fevers wait the Idadeld mtCs, 
And take full vengeance for thef poor's diftrefs. 
No more the paffions are the fprings of life ; 
Bat feeds of i^ic^, and elements of llrife : 
Love, fodal love, t* Extend to all defignM> 
Back to its fountain flows; to felf, confin'd. 
Source of misflMtunes ! the fond huiband's Wrong; 
The maid difhonourM, and deferted young ! 
The mifchief fpreads ; when vengeance for the luft 
Unpeoples realms, and calls the ruin juft. 

Hence, Troy, thy fate! the blood of thoufands ipilt> 
And orphans mourning for uhconfdous guilt* 
Thus love dellroys, for kinder purpoie giv*n ; 
And man corrupts the bleflings meant by heav'n ; 
6clf-injur*d, let us cenfure Him no more i 
Ambition ihkkes us flaves, and avVice poOn 
What arts the wild diforder fhall controuU 
And render peace with virtue tO the foul ? ^ 

Oot-reafonihtereft, ballance prejudice; 
Give paflion ears, and blinded error eyes ? 
Ami the weak hand with conquefti and protect 
^rom guile,, the heart too hdneft to fufpedt > 
For this, mahkind, by fad experience taught. 
Again their fafety in dependence fought : 

Preis'd to the ilandard^ fued before the throne; 
And durft rely onwifdom not their own. 
Rence Saturn mPd in peace th' Aufbnian plains* 
While Salian fongs to virtue won the fwains* 
VOL« m. D But 
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Sut pois'noas itreams mn& flow from poifon'd fpringt i 
The priefls were mortal^ and mere men the kings. 
What aid from monarchs, mighty to enilave ? 
What good from teachers, cunning to deceive f 
Allegiance gives defeniive arms away i 
And faith ufurps imperial reaibn's fway. 

Let civil Rome, from faithful records, teU 
What royal bleflings from her Nero fell. 
When tbofe, prefer'd all grievance to rtdrek. 
Bought of their prince a licence to opprefs ; 
When oncorrapted merit found no place, • 

But left the trade ofihonour to the bafe. 
See indufhy, by draining impofts curil. 
Starve in the harveft, in the vintage thiril! 
In vain for help th' infulted matron cries, ^ \ 

'Twas death in hufbands to have ears and eyes : 
Fatal were beauty, virtue, wealth, or fame : 
No man in aught a property could claim ; 
No, not his fax : ftrange arts the monfler try'd ; * 

And Sporus, fpite of nature, Was his bride. 
Unhurt hy foes proud Jlome for ages firands^ 
Secure from all, but her protestor's hands. 
Recall your pow'rs, ye Romans, back again ; 
Unmake the ihcnarch, and ne*er fear the man. \ ^ 

Naked, and fcorn'd, fee where the abjed flies I ' { 

And once un-caefar'd, foon the fldler dies. \. 

Next, holy Rome, thy happinef& declare ; { 

While peace and truth watch round the facred chair# ' . /" 
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PdiCe ! — which from rs^ks aw^ pciiccuttoa flows f - v 

Myfterious truths ! — wi^^ everf {bnfe ojxpofe ! 

That God tc^ mfti^^ wsb ^ Ui' oaleavn'd cptild rsa(^ f 

That m$9 «i»b;«$ Qcvi t)»' eidighteii'4 ^ers teach. 

Men, blind and p^gU 9<^ s^ light divii|e : 

Which pop^ n^ Ifteh a^ Hack it how to ihme* 

Rade nativ<^ ^^# ^cfraiing g^Ut« ttn{cnown. 

The balmy dollf ^le^ tMit d^ ^fnU a;ttQne : 

The (^eAU piMiiiiE met^^ifvi ^ f^e. 

Hoards op a fand «S merit ft<m^ tl^ p^e ; 

And righteous hands tha fii^M l^J^c^ hohii» 

^^or weigh it oat bu^ tQ j^ft ^i^ gf gold. 

Sole judge, he ^« ki& 9Alfd99* # Us (^^rfe ;», 

• 

Not heav'n itfelf th^ i«at|Hiee es^ i«veife i 

Grac'd widi Iuq f^p^eF, ^«fi|l with his rod, 

^his man of fin 9fi|i|^ the jf^t of Gq^ ; 

Diiann'd and nnsi^of^d 4' ^'^ig^^ lies» 

And quits to £dati hi$ mf^e$^, ^n^ his ikies ; 

^0 more the q)i)€& »f euit Iws. qf hope ; 

The creature, andthevafialof iiwpope.. 

^ From fanes and cities &aii^d. Ay fwift away V* 

—To the ru4e Lyhian iiiiifl wilds a prey. 

** The blobd-ftain*d fword from the fell tyrant wreft !'* 

■^-^Thou^ds uniheath!d ijiall threat thy naked breaft* 

^ Tk^ A9f{nfli»^ lyRi^ooui 9id difdain 1'^ 

^— -So (ink in brutiih ignorance agaia^ 

*' fs fhejre no Biedium ? mnji we yi^ijihs fall 

** To one irian*s Lust> br to the Race of all ? 

D X * " 1$ 
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" Is reafen doomM a certain flave to bci 

'* To our blind Passions, or a pricft's Decree ?*' 

Hail happy Albion ! whofc diftinguifh'd plains 

This temp'ratc mean, fo dearly cam'd, maintakis I 

Senates, (the will of individuals checked) 

The ftrengdi and prudttice of the realm collet. 

Each yields to all ; that each may thence receive 

The full affiftaiice, which the whole can give. 

For this, thy patriots lawlefs pow*r withftood. 

And bought their childffen'S charter with their blood ; 

While reverend years, arid vftrious^etter'd age, 

Difpaffion'd open the myfterious; page ; 

Not one alone the various judgment fwatysy 

But prejudice the general voice obeys : 

For this, thy martyrs wak'd the bloody ftrife, 

Aflerting truth with bntve contempt of life. 

Oh Oxford \ let deliver*d Britain know 

From thy fani'd feats her feveral Ueflings'flow* 

Th* accouter'd barons, and affifling knightSy 

In thee prepared for council, or for fights, 

Plan'd and obtiin^d hct » civil liberty : 

Truth found her fearlefs ^ witnefTes in thee i 



» By the Oxford provifions A. D, 12^^ i at nvhkh time 
the commons are fuppofed firft to ha^ve ohtai/^d the fri'vilege of 
reprejentati'ves in parliaments ■ , 

b In the impri/enmentf difputes and fufferings of our frjl 
reformers^ Cratimer^ Ridley and Latimer, at Oxford^ A* t>. 
1554—6. 
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When> trfi as gold, faints, from thy tottering pyres, 
Rofe up to heav'n, Elijah-like, in fires ! 
Peace to thy walls ! and honour to thy name ! 
May age to age record thy gathering ^une ! 
While thy itill ^vour'd feats pour forth thei^ yoyth. 
Brave advocates of liberty and truth ! 
In fair fuccefiion rife to blefs the realm ! 
Fathers in church, and (late(men at the helm ! 

** But famous fynods thro' refentment err ; 
'* And vaial fenates private good prefer : 
** How wild the faith which wrangling fophs diipofe ! 
" The laws howiiarih of penfion'd aye's smd no's V* 

Wilt thou by no audiority be aw'd. 
Self-excommunicated, felf-outlaw'd ? 
Expunge the creed, the decalogue reje£k ? 
If they oblige not, nor will they prote£b. 
You fear np God ;— cpnvinc'd by what yon (ay. 
Knaves praife your wit, and fwear your lancU away* 
Corrupt not wives, erafe it if you will ; 
The injur'd huiband blots out, — do not kill. 
From God his fabbaths ileal, for fport, ndt need ; 
Why hangs the wretch, who fteals thy purfe for bread ? 

Or (hall each fchifmatick your faith new mould. 
Or fenates iland by patriot mobs controul'd ? 
Drive back, ye floods ! roll, Xanthus, to your ipring | 
Go, crown die people, and fubjedt the king ; 
Break -rule to pieces, analyfe its pow'r. 
And evfixy atom to its lord reftore : 

D 3 At 
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As iiiSxt witk knlveS) or fools, the>^ak, orhifx^ 
A dupe, a plague, a tyrant, or a (lave. 
*♦ Whatfli^fdo; hdw Iwt die ha^y ttieMl ' — 
^*. *Twixt blind fubmiffion, and unruly ipleeh ?*• ' ' - 
CofuTidt your watch ; you i^lde your adkms byH | 
And great its ufe, tiio* not for ever right. 
What thp* fomie diink Implicit &itJi be due, 

• • • ■ 

And dine at twelve if their town-clock ftrike two ^ 
Or others bravdy fquir their watcfc aw^y, 
Pifdain a guide, and gaefs the time of day ? 

^ey gueis fo lucky, or their f)art8 fo great, 

lliey come on aU afiairs, 1>«t}<^too late ; 

You neither chodfe. Nor trav*lii^ thro* (he ftree^ 

Corredl its hand by ev'ry one you me^t $ 

Yet fcruple hot, if you fhould find 8t Olie 

It points to fix, to fcjt it by the 8vn. 

Aim at tike blifs that's fuked to thy ftate. 
Nor Vairiy hope for happmiefe coihplelit ; 
Some bounds imp^fe^ natures muft indtiddi^ 
And vice and *\vedknef5 f^d defedls of good. 
Nor isit blind necefity alone ; 
'Contriving wifdom, in the whole^ we own ; 
And in. that wifdom fadsfy'd may trufl:. 
In its refltaints,'* as merdfid, as juft; ' 
BydieteihyfdfiihtMiffidmfitcOrreas; ' 
By thefe from'wrbng ^y weakocfs it prote^ ; 
In fovereign poetver thy lafety'sr heaven's deiign ; ' 
Some faults permitted, as the IcOttrge of tfiiiie. 



Abfvid 



t55l 

» • - • • 

Abford the wifli of all men, if expreft ; 
Each grieves that he's not lord of all the reft. 
Why then fhould we complain, or thankleft lire, 

• ■ . I" A ■ 

Becaafe not Weft with more than God can give f • - - ' 

Would you be fafe from others ? 'tis but due, ' ^ 

That others alfo fhould be fafe from you. 

It is not virtue wakes the clamorous throng ; 

Each claims th' exclufive privilege, to wrong. 

Whence ceafelefs fadtion muft embroil the mad; ' * 

Alike impatient, under A, or Zad. 

How patriot Cromwell fights for liberty ! ' 
He fhifts the yoke, then calls the nation free. 
He cannot bear a monarch on the throne ; 
But vindicates his right — to rule alone. . . ' 

Macheath roars out for freedom in his cell 5 
And Tindal wifely would extinguifh hell. 
Macheath's approved by all whom Tyburn awes, ' ' 
And trembling iguilt gives Tindal's page applanfe. 
O fage device, to fet the confdence free " ' * 

From dread ! \t winks ; then fays that heav'n can^t (efi^ 
. Both blindly plan the paradife of fools ; 
peace without laws, and virtue witfioftt rules.' 

Full of the Roman let the (chool-boy quote^ 

» ■ ■ 

And rant all Lucan's rhapibdies by rote. ' 

Gods ! fhall he tremble at a mortal's nod! 
His generous foul difdains the tyrant's rod, 
Fqrc'd to fubmit, at lafl he tafles thefruit 5 
Finds wealth and honours blofTpia from its joofer 

D4 Woul* 
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Would thy young foul be like the Roman fret ? 

From Romans paint thy form of Liberty : 

The goddefs offers gifts from either hand; 

*Th* aufpidous bonnet, with the Prator^s wand| 

The privilege of that would'ft thou not mi(s. 

Bendy and fubmit beneath the fbroke of this;. 

See Furiofo on his keeper frown. 
Deprived the precious privilege to drown ; 
Greatly he claims a right to his undoing ; 
The chains that hold iiim^ hpld hin^ ffoni his ruin. 
Kindly proceed i fbi£t difcipline difpenfe ; 
Till water-gruel low'rs him down to fenfe. 

** Why this to me ? am I the froward boy, 
** Or knave to wrong, or madman to deftray ?'^ 
Will thy denial prove that thou art none I 
Tis Newgate*s logick : thou art all in one. 
Blind to their good, to be infbu^ed loth, 

b Men 2u:e but children of a larger growth ; 
If no fuperipr force the will controul. 
Self-love's a villain, and corrupts the foul; 
Wild and deftru6Uve proje^ fire our brains $ 
We all are madmen, and demand our chains^ 
Know your 9wn fphere, content to be a man ; 
Well pleased, to be as happy as you can : 
Lo(c not all goqd," by fjiunning ills in vain j 
*Tis wifer to enjoy than to coniplain. 

* In this manner they reprefent Liberty bh their medals^ 
^ Dry den in All for Love^ 

Some 
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Some evfls maSt attend imperfed ftates ; 
Bat discontent new wotlds of ills creates. 

Hoih thy ccMnplaintSy nor quarrel with thy God % 
If juft the Uroke, approve and kif3 the rod. 
By man if injiir'd* turn thy eyes within ; 
Thou'lt find recorded fome unpunifh^d fin ; 
Then heav'n acquit : and with regard to man^ 
Coolly th' amount of good and evil fcan i 
If greater evils wait the wifh'd redrefs. 
Grieve not that thou art free to chufe the le(s« 

Unknown to courts, ambition's thirft fubdu'd^ 
Vty lefifon is to be obicorely good ; 
|n life's ftill ihade, which no man's envy draws, 
« To reap the fruit of government and laws. 
In fortune's round, as on the globe, I know 
No top, no bottom, no where high or low | 
Where-cver flation'd, heav'n in profpeft fUU, 
That points to me, the zenith of her wheel. 

" What ! doable tax'd, unpeniion'd, unprefer'd, 
<' In fuch bad times be eafy ? mod abfurd 1" 

Yet heav'n vouchfafes the daily bread intreated ; 
And thefe bad times have left me free to eat it : 

My taxes, gladly paid, their nature ihift ; 
If juft, cheap purchafe ; if unjuft, a gift : 
Nor knows ambition any rank fo great ; 
My fervants, kings, and minifters of ilate ! 

« Legum idcircQ fir^i. fumusy ut Uheri ejfe poffimus. 
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They watch my coiidi, my humUe roof defend i 
Their toil the means, my happinefs the end* 

My(kiSk)m to oompleat,- convinced I fee 
d Thy fervice. Heaven) k pe]fe6fc Libertt. 
The « will, conform'd to thy celeftia! voice. 
Knows no reflraiat ; fiir daty is her choice : 
What ills thou (eiidelt, thankfully approve. 
As kind coVredliORSy pledges of thy love ; 
In every change, whatever ftage I run. 

My daily wifli fucceeds ; Thy will be done, 

I 

t 

AN 

E PIS T L E 

f R O M A 

Swiss Officer to his Friend at Rorrict 

FROM horrid mountains ever hid in fnow, 
Andl}arren lands, and dreary plains below | 
To you, dear fif, my beft regards I fend, ) 

The weakeft reafbner, as the trueft friend. -> l 

voiJLi^etV' Plut. de Audit, i 

{S<n. Ibid, ^ 

Vow 
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Yoor ar^amekti^ Am vainlty flrive tB pieaA, 
Your arts, your votiitry, and yoitf palaces ; 
What figns of Roman grandeor (UU raiiain«-» 
Much you have iaid ; and wuch have faid in vaift« 
Fine pageants diefe !br flaves, to pleafe the eye ; 
And put the neanell; drefe on tnifeiy ! 

Bred up to flavVy and diffemUed pain. 
Unhappy man ! yoe trifle with your chain : 
But (hould your friend with your deiires comply. 
And fell himfelf lb Rome and ilaveiy ; 
He could not wear kis trBOunefe with that art^ 
Or hide the noble smguiih of his heart : 
You'd ibon repent the livery that you gave ; 
For, truft me, I {hould make an aukward flave. 

FaHely you Hame our barren rocks and plains, 
Happy in freedom and laborkms Iwains ; 
Dor peafants'chearful to the field repair. 
And can enjoy die labours of the year ; 
Whilft yours, beneath fome tree, with moumfid eyes. 
Sees for hi^ haughty lord his harvefb rile : 
Then filent fighs ; but Hops his flavifh breath : 
He filent fighs : for fhould he ipeak, 'tis death. 
Hence from our £eld the lazy grain we call. 
Too mndi for want, for luxury too fmall : 
Whilft all Campania's rich inviting foil 
^cace knows the plowfhare, or the reaper's toil. 

In arms we breed our youth. To dart from far, 
j^ni aim aright the thunder of the war ; 

To 
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To \vhirl the fanlchiony and direft die blow ; 
To ward the ftroke, or bear upon the foe. 
Early in hasd/hips thro' the woods they fly> 
Nor feel the piercing froft, or wintry iky i 
Some prowling wolf or foamy boar to meet. 
And fbetch the panting iavage at their feet : 
Inur'd by this, they feek a nobler war. 
And ihow an honeA pride in ev'ry icar ; 
With joy the danger and the blood partake, 
Whilll ev'ry wound is for their country's (ake. 
But, you, foft warriors, forced into the field. 
Or faintly (hike, or impotently yidd ; 
For well this univer&l truth you know. 
Who fights for tyrants is his country's foe. 
I envy not your arts, the Roman fchools, 
Improy'd, perhaps, but to inflave your ibuls. 
May you to flone, or nerves or beauty give. 
And teach the foft'ning marble how to live ; 
May you the pailions in your colours trace. 
And work up every piece with every grace ; 
In airs and attitudes be wond'rou^ wiie. 
And know the arts to pleafe, or to furprize s 
In mufick's fofteH found confume die day. 
Sounds that would pelt the warrior's foul away : . 
Vain efforts thefe, an honeH fa^ne to raife i 
Your painters, and your eunuchs, be your praife ; 
Grant us more real goods, you heav'nly pow'rs { 
Virtue, and arms, and liberty be ours. 



[611 

Weak aft your ofibirs to the free and brafe ) 
Ko bribe can purchafe me to be a ilave. 
Hear me, ye rocks, ye mountaias, and ye plains^ 
The happy bounds of our Helvetian fwains ! 
In thee, my cduntry, will t fix my feat ; 
Nor envy the poor wretch, that would be great : 
My life and arms- 1 dedicate to thee ;— — ^ 
For, know> it is itiy int*rdk to be free. 

LIFE burtheidbme, becaufe we know not 

how to ufe it. 

An E P I S T L K 

WHAT, fir, a month and not one line afford ? 
'Tis well : — ^how finely fome folk keep their word f 
I own my promife.— But to fteal an hour, 
^dft all this huwy— 'tis not in my pow*r. 
Where life each day does one R^d order keep, 
Socce^ve jouniies, wearinefs and fleep. 
Or if our fcheme fome interval allows. 
Some hours defign'd for thought and for repofe ; 
Soon aft the fcattePd images begin . 
In the mind to rally— company comes in : 

Reafoo, 



kcafon, adi^ I tbere^a no meat re<mK t» tM^ | 
For all the day behind is noife and diinlu 
Thus lifo rolls on, bat not withottt r^i^; 
Whene'er at mbmingy in (bmr coot retreat» 

1 walk alone : 'tis then ii^ thought I view 

Some fagc of old ; 'tis then. I think of yon : 

Whofe breaft no tyrant paffions ever feize^ 

No polfe that riots, blood that difobeys ; 

Who follow but where judgment points the way^ 

And whom too bufy fenfe ne'er led afb*ay. 

Not that you joys with ioioderation fhan. 

You tafle all pleafures, but indulge in none. 

Fir'd by this image, I refolve anew : 

'Tis reafon calls, and peace and joy's ia view« 

How blefs'd a change ! a long adieu to fenfe : 

Oh fhield me, fapience t virtue's reign commence ! 

Alas, how fhort a reJgn ?— -the walk k o*4r. 

The dinner waits, and friends fome half a icore t 

At firft to virtue firmc the glafs 1 fly ^ 

'Tm feme fly fbt,--** Not dxink the fejaSy !'* 

Thus gratitude is made to f lead fi>r fin ; 

My trait'rous breaft a party forcis within i 

And indinatjon brib'd, Wis never w9Qt 

Excufe — *', 'Tis hot, and wajikiog SAalf es one £unt.^, 

Now fenfe gets flrength s ^y knight rfef^es depay^ 

Like flars that todtu tbe appocMcb €if da^r r 

Thought dies, and ev'n, u USk, your image iii4et n^y. 
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My head grows warm ; all reafon I defpife i 
" To-day be happ^, and to-morrow mk V* 
Betra/d ib oft, Tm half perfuaded now. 
Surely to fail, the firft ftep is to vow. 

The country lately, 'twas my wiih : oh there ! 
Gardens, diTerfions, friends, relations, air; 
For London now, dear London, how I burn ! 
I muft be happy, fure, when I return. 
Whoever hopes true happinefs to fee, 
Hopes for what never was, nor e'er will be : 
The neareft cafe, iince we muft fuffer iHll, 
Are they, who dare be patient under ill* 

Whilom a fool faw where a fiddle lay ; 
And after poring round it, ftrove to play : 
Above, below, acrofs, all ways he tries ; 
He tries in vain, 'tis difcord all,, and noiie : 
Fretting he threw it by : then thus the lout ; 
" There's mufick in it, could I fetch it out.'* 
If life does Hot its haimony impart. 
We want not inftruments, but have not art- 
'Tis endleii to defer our hopes of eale. 
Till crofles end» and di&ppointmekits ceafe. 
The fage is happy, not that all goes right. 
His cattle feel no rot, his com no blight ; 
The mind for eaie iis fitted to the wift. 
Not fo the fool's ;*— ^'tis here the difierence Bes : 
Their profped is tiia iante, but various are their eyes. 
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The Duty of Employing one^s Sellv 



An EPISTLE. 



FEW people know it, yet, dear fir, 'tis ttvka^ 
Man fhould have (bmewhat evermore to do/ 
Hard labour's tedious> every one muft own ; 
But furely better fuch by far, than none. 
The perfedl drone, the quite impertinent,' 

Whofe life at nothing aiihs; but to be fp61t/ 

Such heaven vifits for fome mighty ill : 
'Tis fure the hardeft labour^ to fit (Hll. 
Hence that unhappy tribe who nought purfue i 
Who fin, for want of fomething elfe to do. 

Sir John is blefs'd with riches, hcmour, loi^c > 
And to be blefs'd indeed, needs only move. 
For want of this, with pain he lives away^ 
A lump of hardly-animated day : 
Dull till his double bottle doe» him right ^ 
He's eafy, juft at twelve o'clock at nighti* 
Thus for one fparkling hour alone he's Ueft i 
While fpleen and head-ach feize oa all the re&^ 



What 
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What numbers, floth with gloomy humours fills ! 
kacking their brains with viiionary ills. 
Hence what loud outcries, and well-meaning rage, 
IVhat endlefs quarrels at the prefent age I 
How many blame ! how often may we hear, 
" Such vice ! — well, fure, the laft day muft be near i'* 
T* avoid fuch wild, iniaginary painsj 
The fad creation of diftetnper'd brains,- 
Difpatch, dear friend ! move, labour, iweat, run, fly ! 
Do aught— but think the day of judgment nigh. 

There are, who've loft all relilh for delight : 
With them no earthly thing is ever right. 
T' expefl to alter to their tafte, were vain ; 
For who can ihefid fo faft> as they complain ? 
Whate'er you d6, fhall be a crime with fuch ; 
One while youVe loft your tongue, then talk too much 3 

Thus fhall you meet their wafpifh cenfure ftill ; 
As hedge-hogs prick^you, go which fide you will. 
Oh ! pity th^ie whene'er you fee them fwell ! 
Folks call 'em crofs — ^poor men ! they are not well* 
How many fuch, in indolence grown old. 
With vigour ne'er do any thing, but fcold ? 
Who (pints only from ill-humour get ; 
Like wines that die, unlefs upon the fret. 
Wcary*d of flouncing to himfelf klone, 
Acerbus keeps a man to fret upon. 

a 

The fellow's nothing in the earth to do> 
But to fit quiet ahd be fcolded to^ 
Vol. Ill* E Fifties 
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Pl(hes and oaths, whene'er the mailer's fburM, 
All largely on the fcape-goat flave are pour'd. 
This drains his rage ; and tho' to John fo rough. 
Abroad you'd think him complainant enough. 

As for myielf, whom poverty prevents 
From being angry at fo great expence ; 
Who, fhould I ever be inclin'd to rage. 
For want of flaves, war with myfelf muft wage ; 
Muft rail, and hear ; chafliiing, be chaftis'd ; < 
Be both the tyrant, and the tyranniz'd; 
1 chufe to labour, rather than to fret: 
What's rage in fome, in me goes off in fweat* 
If times are ill, and things feem never worfe ; 
Men, manners to reclaim, — i^I take my horfe. 
One mile reforms 'eta ; or if aught remain 

Unpurg'd, 'tis but to ride as far again. 

Thus on myfelf in toils I fpend my rage : 
I pay the line ; and that abfolves the age. 

Sometimes, flill more to interrupt my eafe, 

I take my pen, and write fuch things as thefc : 

Which tho' all other merit be deny'd. 
Shew my devotion ilill to be employ'd. 
Add toe, tho' writing be itfelf a curfe. 
Yet fome diftempers are a cure for woHe : 
And fmce 'midft indolence, fpleen will prevail. 
Since who do nothing elfe, 'are fur^ to rail ; 
Man fhould be fuffer'd thus to play the fool. 
To keep from hurt, as children go to fchtfol. 

Yon 



You fhoold not iliyme in ipite of nature ?--—-tnie ; 
Yet fore 'tis greater trouble, if you do ; 
And if 'tis lab'ring only, men profefs. 
Who writes the hardeft, writes with mod fuccefs* 

Thus for myfelfy and friends, I do my part ; 
Promoting doubly the pains-taking art : 
Firil to ffiyfelf, 'tis labour to compofe ; 
To read fuch lines, is drudgery to thofei 



On SCRIBLING againft GENIUS. 
An EPISTLE- 



NO fingle itile's more frequently enjoin'd^ 
Than this ; " Obferve the byafs of dur mtnd." 
However juft by ev*ry one cdnfeft'd, 
There not a rule more frequently tranfgtefs'd. 
For mortals, to their int'reft blind, purfue 
The thing thfey Kke, ioot that they're fit to da. 
This Verro's feuk : by freiquent ptfaifcs fir^d. 
He feveral parts had try'd, in each admir'd. 
That Verro was not ev*ry way compleat, 
Twas long unknown^ «nd might hav^ been ft yel : 

£ 2 But 
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But mufick-mad, th' unhappy man purfu'd 
Tliat only thing heav'n meant he never fhou*d ^ 

And thus his proper road to fame negleftcd. 
He's ridicard for that he but affcftcd. 

Wou'd men but a6i from nature's fecret call. 
Or only, where that fails, not a£t at all ; 
If not their fkill, they'd fhew at lead good fen(e,< 
They'd get no fame nor wou'd they give offence* 

Not that where fome one merit is deny'd. 

Men muft be ev'ry way unqualify'd ; 

'Hot hold we^ like that wrong-concluding wight^ 

A man can't fiih -becaufe he cou'd not write. 

View all the world around : each man defign'd 
And fumifli'd for ibme fav'rite part you find. 
That, fbmetimes low : yet this, fo fmall a gift. 
Proves nature did not turn him quite adrift. 
The phlegmatick, dull, aukward, thick, grofs-witted^ 

Have all fome. dumfy work for which they^re fitted. ' 
*Twa8 never known, in men a perfcd void, 

Ev'n I and T Id might be well emplo/d; 

Wou'd we ottr poverty of parts forvcy. 
And follow as our genius led the way* 

What then ? obedient to that turn of mind 
Shou'd men. jog on to one dull padi confin'd ; 
From that fmall circle never dstfc depart, 
To fbike at large, ^nd fnatch a grace ^m art ? 
At leaft/withxare forbidden paths purfue? 
Who quits the road, fhould keep it ftill in view : 

FXX5 
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From genius fome few *fcapes may be allow'd ; 
But ever keep within its neighbourhood. 

But C — — r, faithlefs to his byafs fec> 
With giant-fin oppo/ing heav'n's decree. 
Still fond where he fhouM not, he blunders on 
With all that hafte fools make to be undone ^ 
Want of fuccefs his paflion but augments $ 
Like eunuchs rage of love, from impotence. 

'Mongft all the inftances of genius crofl. 

The rhyming tribe are tkofe who err the moil. 

£ach piddling wretch who hath but common ienfe. 
Or thinks he hath, to verfe fhall make presence ; 

Why not ? 'tis their diveriion, and 'twere hard 

If men of their eflates ihou'd be debarred. 

Thus wealth with them gives every thing be£de ; 

As people wordi fo much are qualify'd : 

They've all the requifites for wridng fit. 

All but that? one ^ fome little ihare of wit. 

Give way, ye Gneads, nor with fond pray'rs proceed 

To ftop the progrefs of a pen full fpeed. 

•Tis heav'n, incens'd by fome prodigious crime^ 

Thus for men's fins determines them to rhyme. 

Bad men, ap doubt ! perhaps 'tis vengeance due 

For (hrines they've plunder'd, or fome wretch they (lev* 

Whate'er it be, fure grievous is th' offence. 

And grievous is (heaven knows !) its recompence. 

At once in want of rhyme, and want of reil ; 

Plagues to themfelvesi and to mankind a jeft : 
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Seduced by empty* forms of falfe delight- 
Such, in feme men, their deadly luft to write I 
Ev'n 1, whoie genius feems as much forgot, 
(Mine when I write, as yours when you do not;) 
Who gravely thus can others faults condemn. 
My felf allowing, what I blame in them ; 
With no pretence to Phoebus' aid divine. 
Nor the lead int'reft in the tuneful Nine, 
With all the guilt of impotence in view, 
Griev'd for pail: fins, but yet committing new ; 
Whate'cr the wits may iky, or wife may think. 
Am fooling ev'ry way with pen and ink. 
When all who wiih qie beft, begin t' adviie, 

* That being witty, is not being wife ; 

* That if die voice of in^reit might be heard, 

f For one who wears a gown, — wou'd be prefer^d .m 

Incorrigibly deaf, I feign a yawn ; 

And mock their jnik conduiions, ere diey 're drawn.' 

If to itiy pradkice, they opposed my theme ; 
And pointed, how I fwam againil the fbeam : 
With aU the rancour of a bard in rage, 
Pd quote 'em half the writers of the age ; 
Who in a wrath of verfe, with all their might 
Write on, howe'er unqualify'd to write. . 
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The M I M I C K. 

By the Rev. Mr. Pitt. 

TH £ Mimick's dudiile features claim my lays, 
Changed to a thoofand fhapesy a thoaiand ways t 
Who with variety of arts puts on 
An other perfonsy and throws off his own ; 
Whofe looks well difciplin'd his will obey. 
Bloom at command, or at command decay : 
Nor bluih, my Muie, thoie changes to impart. 
Which a(k an Ovid's or Apollo's art. 

But who, Apollo, all the arts can trace. 
All the deceits of that delufive face ? 
For lo ! in fight the various artiil comes ; 
Lo ! how in beauty and in health he blooms : 
Its (mootheft charms triumphant youth fupplies, 
Laughs in his cheeky and iparkles in his eyes. 
But fudden fee, the fcene is fnatch'd away. 
See each inverted feature in decay ; 
His mufdes all relax'd, his &ce o'ergrown. 
Rough and embois'd widi wrinkles not his own. 

He trails his dangling legs : the wond'ring train 
Laagh at di/e iolemn coaduft of his cane> 

E 4 Rapt 
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Rapt thro' the fcenes of life, he drops his prime $ 

A cripple fixty years before his time ; 

Runs in a moment all its ftages o'er. 

And fteps from four-and-twenty to foorfcor^?. 

Now he a venerable judge appears. 
And the long garb of lazy purple wears $ 
Like drowfy P**'^ looks his aged fnme, J 

His mien^ his habit, and addrefs the fame : 
When to the fheering crowd he liips a joke. 
Puns from the law, or quibbles out of Coke ; 
With fettled air, and moft judicious face. 
Nods o'er the cufhion, council, and the cafe ; 
Slumbers, and hears by flarts the noify train ^ 
Catches a period, and drops down again. 
And now his hearers in their turn to lull^ 
Himfelf (lands up moH venerably dull $ 
Talks of old times ; commends their loyal zeal. 
Their wholfome ilatutes, difcipline, and ale ; 
On different themes beflows one common praife. 
The Thames, the (beets, the kin^, and king's highways 

You fee him quit the bench, and (bait appear 
An huge old gouty council at die bar ; 
Bawl for his client, wreft the torturM laws 
From their true (enfe, and mould them to the caofe ; 
In folemn form harangue the liffning o'owd. 
And hem and cough emphatically loud ; 
Bleft art indeed ! and glorious eloquence, 

'jyhere empty noife fupplies the want of fenfc. 



Fpr 



[ 73 1 

For meaning, figns and motions he affords, 

And interjeftions for the want of words. 

What (hape to you, O S**s, is unknown ! 

What face, but you adopt into your own ! 

At the leaft hint, fiftitious crowds you raifc. 

And multiply yourfelf ten thoufand ways : 

This moment, to indulge the mirthful vein, ^ 

A fool's or doctor's perfon you fuftain ; > 

The next refume yourfelf and fenfe again, J 

Am I deceived ? or by fome fudden flight, 

A ftarch'd tub-preacher now he ftrikes the fight, 

(Quick the tradition, and unfeen the art !) 

Pale and entirely chang'd in ev'ry part. 

His ihort'ned vifage, and fantaflick drefs. 

The mad fanatick to the life exprefs ; 

That (mall iilk cap $ thofe puritanick hairs, 

Crop'd to the quick, and circling round his ears ; 

That rounded face the Mimick here proclaim, 

flow very different, yet how fUll the fame ! 

Now he, by jufl degrees, his filence breaks ; 

His frantick filence mutt'ring ere he fpeaks : 

Portra£led htmis the (blemn farce begin. 

And groans and paufes interrupt the fcene ; 

As each in jufl fucceflion comes and goes, -| 

Work'd to its pitch, the Q)irit fbonger grows, > 

And fqueezes out his eyes, and twangs his vocal nofe. 3 

Now quick and rapid, and in rage more loud, 

A ftorm pf nonfenfe burfts upon the crowd ; 

His 
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His hand and voice proclaim the gen'ral doom» 
While this the hour-glafs ihakes, and that the room. 
On nature's i:uins all his do£hines dwell. 
And throw wide open every gate of helL 

A thoufand other ihapes he wears with grace ; 
A thoufand more varieties of face : 
But who, in every fhape, can count him o*er. 
Who multiplies his perfon every hour ? 
What Mufe his flying features can purfue. 
Or keep his wand'ring countenance in view ? 
Had I a thoufand mouths, a thoufand tongues, 
A throat of brafs, and adamantine lungSy 
I could not celebrate this Proteus' fkill. 
Who fhifts his perfon and his face at will ; 
This Proteus, who out-numbers hoUs alone | 
A crowd himfelf ; a multitude in one* 




An 



[ 75} 




An EPISTLE from FLORENCE. 

To T. A. Efq; Tutor to the Earl of P 

Written in the Year 1740. 
By the Honourable ' 

WHen flpurifh'd with their flate th' Athenian name. 
And Learning and Politenefs were the fame> 
Philofophy with gentle art refin'd 
The honeft roughnefs of th' unprafds'd mind : 
She call'd the latent beams of Nature forth. 
Guided their ardor and infur'd their worth. 
She ppis'd th' impetuous Warrior's vengeful fteel, 
Mark'd true Ambition from deftrudive Zeal, 
Pointed what luilre on that laurel blows. 
Which Virtue only on her fons bellows. 
Hence clement Cimon, of unfpotted fame. 
Hence Aristidbs' ever-fav'rite name ; 
Heroes, who knew to wield the righteous (pear. 
And guard their native tow'rs from foreign fear ; 
Or in £rm bands of focial Peace to bind 
Their Coimtry's good, and benefit mankind. 
She trim'd the tfaougjbytfiil Statefinan's, nightly oil, 
Confirm'd his mind beneath an empire's toil^ 

Or 
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Or with him to his filent villa ftole. 

Gilded his evening hours,' and harmoniz'd his foul* 

To woods and caves ftie never bade retreat. 
Nor £x'd in cloyfler'd monkeries her feat : 
No lonely precepts to her fbns enjoin'd, 
Nor taught them to be men, to ihun manlfiind. 
Cynicks there were, an uncouth (eliifh race. 
Of manners foul, and boailful of difgrac^ : 
Brutes, whom no Mufe has ever lov'd to name, 
Whofe Ignominy is their only fame. 
No hoftile Trophies grace their honoured urn. 
Around their tomb no iculptur'd Virtues mourn ; ^ 
Nor tells the marble into emblems grav*d. 
An Art difcover'd or a City fav'd. 

Be this the goal to which die Briton-Peer 
Exalt his hope, and prefs his young career ! 
Be this the goal to which, my Friend, may you 
With gentle fkiU direft his early view ! "^ 
Artful the various ftudies to difpenfc, 
And melt the fchoolman's;jargon down to fenfct 

See the pedantick Teacher, winking dull. 
The letter'd Tyrant of a trembling fchool ; 
Teaching by force, and proving by a frown. 
His lifted fafces ram the leffon down. 
From tortur'd ftrains of eloqAence he draws 
Barbarick precepts and unmeaning kws. 
By his own fenfe wou'd Tully's word expound, 

And ^ new Vandal tramples claffick ground. 

Pcrh; 
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l*crhaps a Bigot to tlie leattied pige. 
No modern cuHom can his thoughts engage j 
His little fann by Georgick rules he ploughs^ 
And prunes by metre the luxuriant boughs. 
Still from Aratus' fphere or Maro's iigns. 
The future calm or tempefl he divines. 
And fears if the prognoftick Raven's found 
> Expatiating alone along the dreary round. 

What fcanty precepts ! ftudies how confin'd J 
Too mean to fill your comprehenfive mind 3 
Unfatisfy'd with knowing when or where 
Some Roman Bigot rais'd a Fane to Fear ; 
On what green medal Virtue ftands expreis'd. 
How Concord's pidlur'd. Liberty how dreis'd; 
Or with wife Ken judicioufly define. 
When Pius marks the honorary coin 

OfCARACALLA, Or of AnTONINE. 

Thriiling for knowledge, but to know the right. 

Thro* judgment's optick guide th* illufive fight. 

To let in rays on Reafon's darkling cell. 

And Prejudice's lagging mi&s difpel ; 

For this you turn the Greek and Roman page. 

Weigh the contemplative and active Sage, 

And cull ibmc ufeful flow'r from each heroick Age. 

Thence teach the Youth the necefiary art, 
To know the Judge's from the Critick's part ; 

a £t \fola in ficca ficum fpatiatur artntu V i R c. 

2 Shew 
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Siiow how ignoble is the paffion, FsAtt, 

And place fome patriot Roman's model near ; 

Their bright examples to his foul inilil. 

Who knew no Fear, but that of doing ill. 

Tell him, 'tis all a cant, a trifle all. 

To know the folds that from the Toga fall, 

Thfe Clavus' breadth, the Bulla's golden rotmd^ 

And ev'ry leaf that ev'ry Virtue crown'd ; 

But fhew how brighter in each honeft bread 

Than in her ihrine, the Goddefs flood confefs'd. 

Tell him, it is not the fantaflick Boy, 
Elate with pow'r and fweH'd with frantick joy, 
'Tis not a flaviih Senate, fawning, bafe. 
Can flamp with honeil fame a worthlefs race ; 
Tho' the falfe Coin proclaim him great and wife^ 
The tyrant's life fhall tell that C6in, it lyes. 
• But when your early Care (hall have defign'd 
To plan the Soul and mould the waxen Mind ; 
When you fhall pour upon his tender Breaft 
Ideas that mufl (land an Age's Tefl, 
Oh ! there imprint with fbongefl deepefl dye 
The lovely form of Goddefs Liberty ! 
^or her in Senates be he train'd to pleads 
For her in Battles be he taught to bleed* 
Lead him where Dover's rugged cliff refbunds 
With dafhing feas, fair Freedom's honeft Bounds^ 
Point to yon azure Carr bedrop'd with gold, 
Whofe weight the necks of GaUk's Sons uphdd ; 

Wh 
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Where proudly fits an iron-fccpter'd Queens 
And fondly friomphs o^er the proftrate fcene^ 
Cry, that is Empire ! fhun her baleful path^ 
Her Words are Slavery, and her Touch is Death ! 
Thro* wounds and blood the Fury drives her way. 
And murthers half, to make the reft her prey. 

Thus fpoke each Spartan matron, as flie drefs'd 
With the bright cuirafs her young ibldier's breaft ; 
On the new warrior's tender-flnew'd thigh. 
Girt Fear of Shame and Love of Liberty. 

SteePd with fuch precepts, for a caufe ib good. 
What (canty Bands the Perfian Hoft withflood ! 
Before the Sons of Greece let Afia tell 
How fled her ^ Monarch, how her Millions fell ! 
When arm'd for Liberty, a Few how brave ! 
How weak a Multitude, where each a Slave ! 
No welcome Falchion fill'd their Anting hand. 
No Voice infpir^d of favourite Command : 
No Peafant fought for wealthy lands poffefs'd. 
No fond remembrance warm'd the Parent's breail; : 
They faw their lands for royal riot groan. 
And toil in vain for banquets, not their own ; 
They faw their infant Race to bondage rife. 
And frequent heard the raviih'd Virgin's cries, 
Diihonour'd but to cool a tranfient guft 
Of fome luxurious Satrap's barb'rous luft. 



b Xerxes, 

The 



The greatefl curfes any Age has known i 
tisLve ifTued from the Temple or the Throne ; 
Extent of ill from Kings at £rft begins. 

But Priefls mail aid and confecrate their fins. 
The tortuf'd Subje6l might be heard complain. 
When finking tmder a new weight of chain. 
Or more rebellious might perhap repine,* 
"When tax'd to dow'r a titled Cohcubine, 
But the Prieft chriilens all a Right Divine. 

When at the altar a new Monarch kneels. 
What coAjur'd awe upon the people fteals ! 
The chofefl He adOres the precious oil. 
Meekly receives thef folemn charm, and while 
The Prieft fOme bleiTcd nothings mutters o'er. 
Sucks in the facred greafe at ev'ry pore : 
tie feems at once to fhcd his mortal fkin^ 

And feels Divinity transfus'd within. 

The trembling Vulgar dread the royal Nod, 

And worfhip God's anointed more than God. 

Such San6tlon gives the Prelate to fuch Kings !* 
So Mifchief from thofe hallow'd fountains fprings. 
But bend your eye to yonder harrafs'd plains. 
Where King and Prieft in one united reigns ; 
See fair Italia mourn her holy ftate. 
And droop opprefs'd beneath a papal weight : 
Where fat Celibacy ufurps the fbil. 
And {acred Sloth confumes the peafant's toil ? . 
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The holy Drones monopolize the fkyi 

And plunder by a voW of Poverty. 

The ChriAian Caufe thek lewd profejfllon taints^ 

Unleam'd; unclmfte, uncharitable faitits. ' 

Oppreilion takes Religion^s hallow'd naixie. 
And Prieftcraft knows to play the i^edoUs gaihc. 
Behold how edch enthuflafUck fool 
Of da£Ule piety-, becomes their tool: 
Obferve with how.mUch art, what fine pretence 
They haUow Foppery and combat Senfe. 

Some hoary Hypocrite^ grown old in fin, 
Whofe thoughts of heav'n with his lafl hours begin. 
Counting a chaplet with a bigot care. 
And mumbling fomewhat ^twixt a charm and pr^y'r, 
Hugs a dawb'd image of his injur'd Lord> 
And fqueezb^ oilt 6n the dull idol-board 
A fore-ey*d gum of tears ; the flannel Crew 
With cunning joy thfe fond repentance view. 
Pronounce Him bleisM> his miracles proclaim-, 
Teach the flight crowd t' adore his hallow'd name, 
hcalt his praife above the Saints of old. 
And coin his fli^jking confcience inlo Gold. 

Or when fofaie Pontiff with imperious hand 
oends forth his edi£t to excife the land. 
The tortur'd Hind unwillingly obeys. 
And muttei^ curfes as his mite he pays ! 
The fubtle Prieil th* invidious name forbears, 
Aflts it for holy ufe or venal pray'rs; 

Vox., m, F Exhibits 
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Exhibits all their trumpery to fate^ 
A bone, a mouldy morfel, or a nail : 
Th' idolatrous Devout adore the ihow^ 
And in full ftreams the molten ofPrings ild^^ 

No pagan obje^, nothing too profane ; 
To aid the Romifh zeal for Chriflian gain* 
Each Temple with new weight of idols nods^ 
And borrowed Altars fmoke to other Gods. 
Prometheus' Vultur MATtHSw's Eagle proves : 
And heav'nly Cherubs fprout from heathen Loves p 
Young GANYMEDEa winged Angel ftands 
By holy LvKit, and di6tates God's commands : 
'Apollo, tho' degraded, fHIl CMi blefs, 
Rewarded widi a Sainthood, and an S. 
Each convert Godhead is apoftoliz'd. 
And Jove himfelf by ^ Peter's naike hapth^d/ 
AsTARTE fhincs in Jewifh Mart's &me. 
Still Queen of hes^v'n, another and the fame. 

While the proud Prieft the facred Tyrant reigtf^ 
Of empty cities and difpeopled plains. 
Where fetter'd Nature is forbid to rove 
In the free commerce of produ^Uve Love : 
Behold imprifon'd with her barren kind. 
In gloomy cells the votive Maid confin'd'; 

c St. JpolJos. ^ . 

d At St. Peter's an oldftatM of Jupiter U turned in fa |P«r 
fif St. Peter. 

taint 



t 83 i 

taint ftreams of blood,- by long ftagnadon weak, 
'Scarce tinge the fading damafk of her cheek ; 
In vain fhe pints', t3ie hbty Faith withftands, 
What Nature dittoes and what God commands r 
Bat if fome fenjgarine He, fome lufly Prieft 
Of jollier mordsr ilaAe the demptiiig feaf^. 
From the fbong gnt^ if fome poor babe arife, 
Unwelcome; utihwCear'd, it inftant diie^. 
Or poifons blafHng foon the hafly jdy, 
TV inlpcffea fttih of mfsait Kfe deftfoy. 

Fair Modefty, thou virgin tender-ey'd, 
Fi^ thee the MuTe the grofler sl&s muft hide^ 
Nor the dark doiiler's my^ck rites difplay. 
Whence numerous brawny Monkhoods wafte aWay, 
And unprolifick, Ao' foHwom, decay. 

Britannia fmilkig, views her golden plains 
From mitred bondage free and papal chains; 
Her jocimd Sons pais each unburthen*d day 
Securely quiet, innotciitly gay: 
Lords df dMehffelves the happy Rufficks fihg. 
Each of his litd'c teneirifent the King. 
Twice did ufurping Rome extend her hand. 
To reinilave the new-delivcr'd land : 
Twice were her fable bands to battle wanii'd. 
With pardons, bulls, ^nd texts, and murthers arm'd : 
* With Peter's fword and MichaeI's lance were ferit. 
And whatever Aores fupply'd the Church's armament. 

e jfJJit ^ HercuUos Arcus Haflamque Mtngwofy 
^icquid babent telorum armameiitaria Cceli, Ju v. 

F z Twice 
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Twice did the gallant Albion race repeH 
The jefuit legions to the gates of hell ; 
Or whate'er Angel, friend to Brftain, took 
Or William's or Eliza's guardian look. 

Arife, young Peer ! ihine forth in fuch a caufe \ 
Who draws the fword for* freedom, jirfUy draws. ' 
Refleft how dearly was that freedom bought j 

For that, how oft your anceflors have fought ;' 
Thro' the long feries of our princes down. 

How wrench'd fome right from each too potent Crowir. 

See abjed John, that vafTal-Monarch, fee! 

Bow down the royal neck, and crouch the fupple knee! 

Oh ! proftitutibn of imperial State I 

To a vile Romifh Prieft's vile c Delegate.- 

Mim the bold Barons fcorning to obey. 

And be the fubjedb of a fubjedl fway ; 

Heroes whofe names to lateft fame fhall (hine, 

Aw'd by no vifions of a Right Divine, 

That bond by eaftern Politicians wrought. 

Which ours have learnt, and Rabbi Doctors taught,* 
To ftraiter banks reflrain'd the Royal Will, 
That great prerogative of doing^ill. 

To lat€ example and experience dead. 
See f Henry in his Father's footfteps tread. 
Too young to govern, immature to pow'r,' 
His early follies haunt his latcfl hour. 



e The Papers Nuncio, 
i Henry HI. 
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His nobles injur'd, and his realms opprefs'd^ 
No violated fenate's wrongs redrefs'd, 
His hoary age (inks in the feeble wane 
Of an inglorious, flighted, tedious reign. 

The Mufe too long with idle glories fed. 
And train'd to trumpet o'er the warlike dead. 
The wanton fain on giddy plumes would foar. 
To Gallic Loire and Jordan's humbled fhore ; 
Again would teach the Saracen and Gaul, 
At g Edward's and at ^ Henry's name to fall ; 
Romantick heroes ! prodigal of blood ; 
What numbers flain'd each ill-difputed flood ! 
Tools to a Clergy ! warring but to feafl. 
With fpoils of provinces each pamper'd Prieft. 
Be dumb, fpnd Maid ; thy facred ink nor fpil} 
On fpecious Tyrants, popularly ill ; 
Nor be thy comely locks with Rofcs dight 
Of either vl&or colour. Red or White. 

Foil'd the aflaffin i King, in union blow 
The blended flowers on feventh Henry's brow* 
Peace lights again on the forfaken*flrand, 
And banifh'd Plenty re-afTumes the land. 
No nodding creft the crouching infant frights. 
No clarion rudely breaks the bride's delights j 



g Edivard I, and 11, 
^ flenry V. 
' Richard m. 
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To briftle round a gapiog ^ Xjof^cpif's f^ceu 

The wearied arms grp^eiqii^l^ 4pclf: .t^e wa)l,( 

And tatter'd trophies fret the Ro^al ^ hall. 

But Peace in vaiQ oi^ d^ie l^lopd-fatt^n'd plains 

From her exubera^it horn iier treafures i^^ns : 

She deals her giftf } bvft in ap nij^lefs hoiir« 

To glut the iron l^nd pf griping Fpv^x : 

Such Lancaster, w}iom harrafs'd Britdlxi &Wj) 

Mafk'd in the g^b of aptiqi^^ }^9W : 

More politick than w'lf^f iQore :^i)Gb th^n gr/s^ : 

A legiflator to f^^jj^yp t}ie ^ate f ' 

Cooly malicious ; }3y dejfgQ ^ hf^p » 

More mean t|iai^ fa^f^, ^mbifio^$ n^p tj^4n ^r^ye i^ 

Attach'd to Ja^ereft'§ inpf^ (]ian Honour's c^ ^ 

More fhid than juft, xx^pre covptpi^s tha^ ^. 

Not fb the Rf vell^r prpfii^i his m Scm^^ 
His contraft courfe of tyranny begun ; 
RobuA of limb, ;h^4 fll^'4 with florid gr^e^ 
Strength neiv'4 hi? Y0^% ^ % w'd big jpyj;?^ ^fO* 
To feats of arm$ 4n4 -tAm>e{:-cp|nbat^ prone. 
In either field the vjg'rop^ mp^ar^ j|hpne : 
Mark'd out for riot each luxurious day 
In tournaments and b«^i<|UP(s da^c^d away. 
But ftiift the fcene, and view what flaughters ftain 
F«ach frantick period of his barb'f ous reign : 



Ic Medufd's head in the armory at the Ttywer, 
1 Weftminfter-Hall 
» Henry VIU. 

A Tyrant 
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A Tyrant to tht people whom he ral*d. 

By ev'ry potentate he dealt wilh, fool'd ; 

Sold by one » minifter, to all uiyuft ; 

Sway'd by each dilate of diflemper'd Idk ; 

Changing each worihip that controul'd the bexjt 

Of his adultVous will, and lewd intent ; 

Big in unwieldy m^fty and pride. 

And finear'd with Queens and Martyrs bloQd, He dy*d, 

Pafs we the pious © Youth too flightly feen j 
The murderous zeal of a weak Romifh p Queen : 
Nor with &int pencil, impotently vain. 
Shadow the glories of Eliza's reign. 
Who iUll too grcat^ tho* fome few faults fhe had. 
To catalogue with all thofe Jloyal bad. 

Arife! great Jambs ! thy courfe of wifdom run ! 
Image of David's philofophic Son ! 
He comes ! on either hand in feemly date. 
Knowledge and Peace his fondled handmaids wait ; 
Obfcurely learn'd, elaborately dull. 
Of quibbling cant and grace fanatick full, 
Thron'd in full ienats, on his pedant tongue, 
Thefe for fix hours each weighty feorning hung j 
For thefe each ftrjng of royal pow*r he ftrain'd, 
For thefe he fold whatever Eliza gain'd ; 

« 

For thefe he fquander'd ev'ry prudent ftore 
The frugal Princefs had referv'd before, 

n Cafdinal Wool/ey, 
o Edward VI. 
P Maty. 
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On penfionM fycopHants and gartered boys. 

Tools of his will, and minions of his joys. 

For thefe he let his beggar'd q daugliter roam ; 

Bubbled for thefe by Spanifh art at home ; 

For thefe, to fum the bleflings of his reign, 

Poifon'd one Son >•, and t' other fent to Spain. 
Retire, ftridl Mufe, and thy impartial verfe 

In pity fpare on Charles's bleeding herfe ; 

Or all his fauks in blacked notes tranflate 
To tombs where rot the authors of his fate ; 

To luftful Henrietta's Romifh (hade. 
Let all his adls of lawlefs powV be laid j 
Or to the « Prieftmore Romilh ftill th^n her ; 
And whoe'er made his gentle virtues err. 

On the next * Prince expell'd his native land 
In vain AfRiflion laid her iron hand ; 
Fortune or fair or frowning, on his ibul 
Cou'd fhmp no virtue, and no vice controul : 
Honour, or morals, gratitude, or truth. 
Nor learn'd his ripen'^ age, nor knew his youth i 
The care of Nations left to whores or chance, 
Plund'rer of Britain, pen^oner of France ; 
Free to bufibons, to miniilers deny'd. 
He liv'd an atheift, and a bigot dy'd. 



q ^een of Bohemia, 
t Prince Henry ^ and C^ar/es I. 
* Archbijhop Laucf. 
Charles II. 
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The reins of Empire, or refign'd or ftole, 
/^re tnifted next to James's weak controul ; 
Him, meditating to fubvert the laws, 
His Hero " Son in Freedom's beauteous caufe 
Rofe to chaftife : ^ unhappy ftill I howe'er 
Fofterity the gallant a£lion bear. 

Thus have I try'd of Kings and Priefts to fing. 
And all the ills that from their vices fpring ; 
While viftor George thunders o'er either Spain, 
Revenges Britain and averts the Main ; 
To X willing Indians deals our equal laws. 
And from his Country's voice afFefts applaufe ; 
y What time fair Florence on her peaceful fhore. 
Free from the din of war and battle's roar. 
Has lap'd me triHer in inglorious eafe. 
Modelling precepts that may ferve and plea(e ; 
Yours is the talk — and glorious is the plan. 
To build the Free, the Senfible, Good Man. 



n miliam III. 

w Infelix utcumque ferent ea faBa minores ! Virg. 

* ■ ■ rolentes 

Per popidos dat jura 'viamque affeSiat Olympo, ViRG. 
y Illo Virgilium me tempore dulcis alehat 

Farthenopey ftudiis Jkrentem ignobilis ott* Virg. 
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The BEAUTIES. 

An Epistle to Mr. Eckardt the Painter. 

By the Same. 



DEfponding artift, talk no more 
Of Bcaaties of tkc days of yore, 
Of Goddeflcs renown'd m Greece, 
And Zfiuxis' compo£ition-piece. 
Where every nymph that could at moft 
Some Angle grace or feature boaft. 
Contributed her fairourlte charm 
To perfe£l the ideal form. 
'Twas Cynthia's brow, 'twas Les^ia's eye, 
'Twas Cloe's cheeks' vermilion dye ; 
RoxANA lent the noble air, 
Difhevell*d flow'd Aspasia's hair. 
And Cupid much too fondly prefs'd 
His mimick mother Thais' breaft. 

Antiquity, how poor thy ufe ! 
A fingle Venus to produce ! 
Friend Eckardt, ancient ftory quit. 
Nor mind whatever Pliny writ ; 
Felibien and Frefnoy declaim, 
Who talk of Raphael's matchlefs fame^ 

Of 
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Of Titian*s tints, Corregjb's grsicf^ 
And Carlo's each Madopna face 
As if no Be^i^tiics now wem mad^. 
But Nature had forgot her trade, 
^was Beauty guided Raphael'^ line 
From heavenly Wonjen, %Pd divine ; 
They wanu'd old Titian's fancy too, " 
And what he could not t^ile he drew : 
Think you Devotion warm'd his breaH 
When Carlo with fuch looks exprefs'd 
His virgins, that her vot'ries feel 
Emotions — not, I'm fare, of zeal ? 

In Britain's ifle obferye the Fair, 
And curious cbufe your ^lodels there ; 
Such patterns as ^all raife your muue * 
To rival fweet Corregio's feme : 
Each iingle piece fhall be a teft. 
And Zeuxis' patchwork be a jeft ; 
Who ranfack'd Greece, and cull'd the age 
To bring one Goddefs qn the ftagc : 
On your each canvafs we'll admire 
The charms of the whole heav'.nly choir. 

MajefHck Juno fhall be feen 
In * Harvey's glorious aweful mien. 
Where t Fitzrov moves, refplpndent Fair; 
So warm her bloom, fublime her air ; ~ 



« Mt/s Harvey, noiv Mrs, Phipps, 

^ Ladj Caroline Fitxroy, 

Her 
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.Her ebon trefles, form'd to grace. 
And heighten while they fhade her face : 
Such troops of martial youth around. 
Who court the hand that gives the wound ; 
*Tis Pallas, Pallas Hands confefs'd, 
Tho' ^ Stanhope's more than Paris blefs*d. 
So ^ Cleveland fhown in warlike pride. 
By Lilly's pencil deifyd : 
So « Grafton, matchlefs dame, commands 
The faireft work of Kneller's hands : 
The blood that warm'd each amorous conrt> 
In veins as rich ftill loves to fport : 
And George's age beholds reftor'd. 
What William boafted, Charles ador'd. 
For Vdhufes the Trojan ne'er 

Was half fo puzzled to declare : 
Ten Queens of Beauty, fure T fee ! 
Yet fure the true is ^ £mily : 
Such majefty of youth and air^ 
Yet modefl as the village fair : 
Attracting all, indulging none. 
Her beauty like the glorious Sui\ 



c Lord Piterjham^ 

^ The Duche/s of Chveland like Pallas among the beauties 
at Wind/or, 

c The Duche/s of Grafiorty among the beauties at Hemp* 
ton Court, 

^ Lady Emily Lenox^ nonx; Coimte/s of Kildare. . 

Thron'd 
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I'hrony eminently bright abovcj 
Impartial warms the world to love. 

In fmiling B Capel's beauteous look 
feich Autumn's Goddefs is miftook. 
With poppies and with fpilcy corn, 
Eckardt, her nut-brown curls adorn ; 
And by her fide, in decent line, 
Place charming ^^Berkley, Proferpine. 
Mild as a fummer fea, ferene, 
In dimpled beauty next be feen, 
" Aylesbury like hoary Neptune's Queen. 

With her the light-difpenling Fair, 
Whofe beauty gilds the morning air. 
And bright as her attendant fun. 
The new Auiora, ^ Lyttletok. 
Such ^ Guido's pencil beauty-tip'd. 
And in etherial colours dip'd. 
In meafur'd dance to tuneful fong 
Drew the fweet Goddefs, as along 
Heaven's azure 'neath their light feet fpready 
The buxom Hours (he faireft led. 
The crefcent on her brow difplay'd. 
In curls of lovelieft brown inlaid j 
With every charm to rule the night. 
Like Dian, m Strafford woos the %ht j 

f Lady Mary Capel, h Countefs of Berkley* 

\ Countefs of Aylejhury, fc Mrs, Lyttleton, 

1 Guidons Aurora in the Jiefpigliori Falof^ at Romet 
m Countefs of Strafford^ 
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The eafy fhape^ the piercing cy^i 
The fnowy bofom^-6 purity. 
The unaffefted gentle phraic 
Of native wit in att flie fays f . 
Eckardt, for thefe thy tfrfs toa faint : 
Vou may admire, bnt eahhot pilnt. 

How Hebe fmird, what bloofh divind 
On the young Goddefs lov'd to ffiine. 
From " Carpenter we gaefs, or fee 
All-beauteous ^ Manners beam from thWi 
How pretty Flora, wanton nftrid, 
By Zephyr woe'd in noon-tide ihade^ 
With rofy hand OMjuetly thrbwing 
PanjQes, beneath her fweet touch Mowing i 
How blithe fhe look'd let p Fanny tell j 
Let Zephyr own if hidf fo weD. 

Another q Goddefs of the year. 
Fair Queen of Summer^ fee^ appeal^ ; 
Her auburn locks with fihiitage crown'^^ 
Her pantingTbofom loofely bounds 
Etherial beauty in her face^ 
Rather the bcaxities of her race, 
Whence ev'ry Goddefs, envy fmit, 
Muft own each Stonehoufe meets in ' PitfV 



^ Mtfs Carpenter, 

o Mtfs Manners, 

P Mtfs Fanny Miaecurtntyi 

^ Pomona, 

^ Mtfs Atkinsi noiv Mrs, Pith 
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fixhaailed all the keav'nly traui^ 
How many Mortals yet remain^ 
Whofe eyes fhall try your pencil's art. 
And in my numbers claim a part ! 
Our fifter Mufes muft defcribe 
' Chudleigh, or name ker of the tfibe^ 
And * Juliana with the Nine 
Shall aid the melancholy line. 
To weep her dear « Refemblance gone. 
Where aU thefe beauties met in One. 
Sad fate of beauty ! more I (ee, 
Aiflided, lovely fkmily ! 
Two beauteous Nymphs^ hcfe, Painter, place. 
Lamenting o'er theh* w Mer Gtace, 
X One, matron-like, with fobef gfief ; 
Scarce grres her pious iighs relief ; 
While y t'other lovely Maid appears 
Jn all the melting pow'r of tears ; 
The fofteft form, the gentleft grace^ 
The fweeteft harmony of face; 
Her fnowy limbs, and artlefs move 
Contending with the Queen of Love, 
While bafhful Beauty fhuns the prize, 
Which Emily might yield to Evelyn's eyes* 

« M. Chudleigh. 

^ L, Juliana F armor, 

« Z. Sophia ¥ armor ^ C^unte/s ofGranviUt^ 

w Mifs Mary Evelyn. 

X Mrs, ^oone, 

7 Mrs. Elizaieth Evelyn^ 
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EPILOGUE to Tamerlane; 

On the SuppreflioXi df the Rebellion. 

Spoken by Mrs. Pritchard, in the Charafter of the 
CoMiCK Muse, Nov. 4, 1746. 

BRITONS, once more in annual joy we meef 
This genial night in Freedom's fav'rite feat : 
And o'er the a two great empires ftill I reign 
Of Covent-Garden, and of Drury-Lane. 
But ah ! what clouds o'er all our realms impended ! 
Our ruin artlefs prodigies pottended. 
Chains, real chains, our Heroes had in view. 
And fcenes of mimick dungeons changM to true; 
An equal fate the Stage an^ Britain dreaded,- 
Had Rome's young miffionary Spatk fucceeded. 
But Laws and Liberties are trifling treafures : 
He threaten'd that grave property, your Pleafuresi; 

For me, an idle Mufe, I ne'er diiTembled 
My fears ; but ev'n my tragick Sifter trembled : 
O'er ill her Sons Ihe caft her mournful eyes, 
And heav'd her breaft more than dramatkk fighs j 

a The tiJuo great empires of the nuorld I know; 
This of Peru, and that ofMexicoi Indian EfMferdr. 
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To eyes well tutor*din the trade of grief. 
She rais'd a fmall and well lac'd handkerchief) 
And then with decent paufe— and accent broke. 
Her bufkin'd progeny the Dame befpoke : 
" Ah ! Sons *> our dawn is over-^caft, and all 

" Theatrick glorifes nodding to their fall ; 
From foreign realms a bloody Chief is come^ 
Big with the work of Slav*ry and of Rome. 
A general rum on his fword he wears, 

'* Fatal alike to Audience and to Play'rs. 

** For ah ! my Sons, what freedom for the Stage, 

" When Bigotry with Senfe ihall battle wage ? 

" When monkifh Laureats only wear the bays, 

** c Inquifitors Lord Chamberlains of plays ? 

** Plays (hall be damn'd that 'fcap'd the Critick*s rage, 
." For Priefts are fBll worfe Tyrants to the Stage. 

" Cato, receiv*d by audiences fo gracious, 
" Shall find ten Casfars In one St. Ignatius : 
" And godlike Brutus here ihall meet again 
" His evil Genios in a Capuchin. 
" For herefy the fav'rites of the pit 
** MuH burn, and excommunicated wit ; 
" And at on^ (kakfi we fhall behold expire 
" My Anna Bullcn, and the Spanifh Fryar* 

* Tife i^aw/t is over-cafi, the morning Iburs, 
J§nd heavily in clouds brings jjn the day 9 
The greaty iP imporfantday^ big ivitb the fate 
Of Caioemd of Rome» . Cato. 

c Cibber prefide Lord Chancellor of Plays* Pope. 

Vol, IIL G " Ev'n 
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And the bri{k fquirrel fports from bough to bough, 

While from an hollow oak, whofe naked roots 

O'erhang a penfive rill, the bufy bees 

Hum drowfy lullabies ? The bards of old, 

Fair Nature's friends, fought fuch retreats, to charm 

Sweet Echo with their fongs ; oft' too they met 

In fummer evenings, near fequeiler'd bow'rs. 

Or mountain-nymph, or mufe, and eager learn'd 

The moral ibains fhe taught to mend mankind. 

As to a fecret grot ^geria ftole 

With patriot Numa, and in filent night 

VVhifper'd him facred laws, he lift'ning Cut 

Rapt with her virtuous voice, old Tyber lean'd 

Attentive on his urn, and huih'd his waves. 

Rich in her weeping country's fpoils Verfailles 
May boafl a thoufand fountains, that can caft 

The tortur'd waters to the diftant heav'ns j 

Yet let me choofe fome pine top'd precipice 

Abrupt and ihaggy, whence a foamy ftream, 

Like Anio, tumbling roars ; or fome bleak heath. 

Where ftraggling ftand the mournful juniper. 

Or yew-tree icath'd ; while in clear profpedl round. 

From the grove's bofom fpires emerge, and fmoak 

jn bluilh wreaths afcends^ ripe harvefts wave. 

Low, lonely cottages, and ruin'd tops 

Of Gothick battlements appear, and ftrcams 

Beneath the fun-beams twinkle. — The (hrill lark, 
That wakes the wood-man ta his early talk, 



Or 
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Or love-fick Philomel, whofe lufcious lays 
Sooth lone night-wanderers, the moaning dove 
Pitied by liftening milk-maid, far excel 
The deep-mouth viol, the foul-lulling lute, 

And battle-breathing trumpet. Artful founds ! 

That pleafe not like the chorifters of air. 

When firft they hail th' approach of laughing May. 
Can Kent deiign like Nature ? Mark where Thames 

Plenty and pleafure pours thro' ^ Lincoln's meads r 

Can the great artiil, tho' with tafle fupreme 
Endu'd, one beauty to diis Eden add ? 
Tho' he, by rules unfetter'd, boldly fcorns 
Formality and method, round and fquare 
Difdaining, plans irregularly great. 

Creative Titian, can thy vivid flrokes. 
Or thine, O graceful Raphael, dare to vie 
With the rich tints that paint the breathing mead ? 
The thoufand-colour'd tulip, violet's bell 
Snow-clad and meek, the vermil-tindtur'd rofe. 
And golden crocus ? — Yet with thefe the maid, 
Pliillis or Phoebe at a feaft or wake, 
Herjetty locks enamels; ^urer fhe. 
In innocence and home-fpun vefhnents drefs'd> 
Than if coerulean ^phires at her ears 
SiKme* pendent, or a precious diamond-crofs 
Heav'd gently on her panting bofom white. 



* The earl of Lincoln*! terrace at WeybrUge in Surrey ^ one 
if the jsneft ffots in Europe, 

G 3 Yon' 
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Yon' (hepherd idly ftretch'd on the rudfe rock, 
Liftening to dafhing waves, and fea-mews dang 
High'hovering o'er his head, who views beneath 
The dolphin dancing o^er the level brine. 
Feels more true bHfs than the proud- admiral. 
Amid his veflels bright with btirnifli'd gold 
And filken flreamers, tho' his lordly nod 
Ten thoufand war-worn mariners revere. 
And gseat .£neas b gaz'dwith more delight 
On the rough mountain fhagg'd with horrid ihades, 
(Where cloud-compelHng Jiove, as fancy dreamed, 
Defcending fhook his direfbl JEgk black) 
Than if he entered the high Capitol 
On golden columns rear'd, a conqner'd work} 
Exhaufled to enrich its ftately head. 
More pleased he ilept in poor Evander's cott 
On Aiaggy ikins, lull'd by fweet nightingates, 
Than if a Nero, in an age refin'd, 
Beneath a gorgeous canopy had plac'd 
His royal gueft, and bade his minilrels found 
jSoft flumb'rous Lydian airs, to fboth his reft, 

c Happy the firft of men, ere yet confin'd 
To fmoaky cities ; who in fheltering groves^ 
Warm caves, and deep-fuak valties Uv'd and lov^d. 
By cares unwounded ; what the fun and fhowers, 

^ ^ei Lucretius^ lib, V. 



Ai 



C los 3 

And genial earth untillag'd could piodttce^ 
They gathered grateful, or the acorn brown^ 
Or blufhiilg beny ; by tbe li^d lapfc 
Of murm'ring waters c^l'd to flake their thirft, 
Or with fair nymphs thetr fim^brown limbs to bathe } 
With nymphs whb fondly clafp their fftvVite youthsii 
Unaw'd by fhame, beneath the beechen fhade. 
Nor wiles, nor artificial coynefs knew. 
Then doors and 'walls were not ; the melting maid' 
Nor frowns of parents fear'd, nor hniband's threats ; 
Nor had curs'd^gold their tender hearts ^ilur'd : 
Then beauty was- not venal. Injured love, 
O whither, god of' raptures, art: thou fkd'? 
Whil6 avarice' wave6 his golden wand aroundi 
Abhorred magician, and his coftly. cup 
Prepares with baneful dm^^s, t\ enchant the fouls 
Of each low- thoughtcd fair to wed for gain. 
In earth's firA'infancy (as fung the ^ bard. 
Who ftrongly painted what- he boldly thought) 
Tho' the fierce north oft fimote with iron whip 
Their ihiv'ring limbs, tho' oft the briftly boar 
Or hungry \km 'woke them with their howls. 
And fcar'd them from their nsof^^grown caves- to rove 
Houfdefs and odd in dark tempcftuoos nights ; 
Yet were not myriads in erobattel'dififelds 
Swept off at Ofice> nor- had the raging- feas ^ 

O'erwhehn'd the- foundering bark and fkrieking crew ; 

4 Lttcrefim. 

G 4 In 
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In vain the glafly ocean fmil*d to tempt 

The jolly Tailor unfufpe^Ung harm. 

For commerce ne'er had fpread her fwelling fails. 

Nor had the wond'ring Nereids ever heard 

The daftiing oar : then famine, want, and pine. 

Sunk to the grave their fainting limbs ; but us 

Difeafeful dainties, riot and excefs. 

And feverifh luxury deftroy. In brakes 

Or marfhes wild unknowingly they crop'd 

Herbs of malignant juice, to realms remote 

While we for piavrerful poifons madly roam. 

From every noxious herb colledting death. 

What tho' unknown to thofe primaeval fires 

The well-ar^h'd dome, peopled with breathing forms 

By fair Italians fkilful hand, unknown 

The ihapely column^ and the crumbling bails 

Of aweful anceftors in long defcent ? 

Yet why fhould man miflaken deem it nobler 

To dwell in palaces, and bigh-rooPd halls. 

Than in God's forells, architeft fupreme ! 

Say, is the Perfian carpet, than the field's 

Or meadow's mantle gay, more richly wov'n ; 

Or fofter to the votaries of cafe 

Than bladed grafs, perfum'd with dew-drop'd flow'rs ? 

O tafte corrupt ! that luxury and pomp, 

Jafpedous names of polifh'd manners veil'd. 

Should proudly banifh Nature^s Umple charms ! 

All-beauteous Nature ! by thy boundlefs chiarms 

Ppprefs'd, O where fhall I begin thy praife, 

3 Where 
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Where turn th' ecftatick eye, how eafe my breafi; 
That pants with wild afloniihment and love ! 
Dark forefts, and the opening lawn, refrefli'd 
With evcr-gufhing brooks, hill, meadow, dale. 
The balmy bean-field, the gay coloured clofe. 
So fweetly interchang'd> the lowing ox. 
The playful lamb, the diilant water-fall 
Now faintly heard, now fwelling with the breeze. 
The found of paHoral reed from hazelrbower. 
The choral birds, the neighing fleed, that fnufFs 
His dappled mate, dung with intenfe d^e. 
The ripen'd orchard when the ruddy orbs 
Betwixt th^ green leaves blufh, the azure fkies. 
The chearfid fun that thro' earth's vitals pours 
Delight 4nd health and heat ; all; all confpire. 
To raife, to footh, to harmonize the mind, . 
To Jift on wings of praife, to the great Sire 
Of being and of beauty, at whofe nod 
Creation ftarted from the gloomy vault 
Of dreary Chaos, while the griefly king 
Murmur'd to feel his boifterous power confin'd. 

What are the lays of artful Addifon, 
Coldly correft, to Shakefpear's warblings wild ? 
Whom on the winding Avon's willow'd banks 
Fair Fancy found, and bore the fmiling babe . . 
To a clpfe cavern : (ftiH the fhepherds ihew 
The facred place, whence with religious awe 
They hear, returning from the field at eve. 



Strange 



Strange whifp'ring of fwcet mufkk tbro^ tHc air) 
Here, as with honey gadiered from the rock. 
She fed the little prattler, and with fongs 
Oft* footh'd hirwond'ring'Ciars, with deepddight- 
On her foft lap he* fat, and. caught die founds. 

Oft near fome orowdedxity would: I walk, 
Liilening the far-off- noifes, rattling oars. 
Loud fhouts of joy, fad fhrieks of forrow, knells* 
Full flowly tolling^ inftruments of trader 
Striking mine ears with one deep-fwelling hum. 
Or wand'ring' near the fea,- attend the founds * 
Of hollow winds, and ever-beating waves. 
Ev'n when wdld tempefb (wallow up the plains. 
And Boreas^blaib, big hail; and rains d>mbine 
To fhake the groves and mountains, would I fit, 
Penfively muiing on th' outrageous crimes 
That wake heav'n*s vengeance : at fuch folemn hours. 
Daemons and goblins thro' the dark air fhriek. 
While Hecat, with her black^brow'd M.era nine. 
Rides o'er the eardi, and (catters^ woes and death; 
Then too, they, fay, in drear Egyptian wilds 
The lion and the tiger prowl' for prey 
With roarings loud! the liftfning traveller 
Starts fear-flruck, while the hollows-echoing- vaidtt 
Of pyramids increafe the deathful (bunds. 

But let me never ^1 in doudlefi nights. 
When filent Cyndlia in her (ilver car 
Thro' the blue concave ffidcsj when (bipe the WMs, 

Twinkle 
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Twinkle the ^^esms^ and woods took lup-'d with gold. 
To feek feme Isvef mead^ and theve invoke' 
Old Midni^t^s fifter Contemp)iBtk)iv hge, 
(Queen of^die rag^ged brow, and ftern-fixM eye) 
To lift my foul above tlii* Mttllar eartk. 
This folly-fetter'd worid; : ta pocge* my> eaars^ 
That I may hear the polling planet's^ ^ng^ 
And tuneful turning fpher^s- : if this be barred',. 
The little Faye& thai? dance in ncighboisring dales. 
Sipping the night-dew, while Acy laugh and love^ 
Shall charm me with aerial notes.— As thu» 
I wander nnifiag, k>> what awef\il fbrms 
Yonder appeal? ! fllarp-ey^d Philofophy 
Clad in dan robes, an eagle on- his wri^, 
Firft meets my eye ;. next, vii>gin SorStud)e 
Serene, whotbhi^e&at-cadvgazeii's' fight; 
Then Wifdom*s hoavy head, wiifih eruteh in hand. 
Trembling, and bent witk age ;: laH Virtue's felf 
Smiling, m white array'd, who witib her kads 
Sweet Innocence, that pratdes by her fidie,. 
A naked boy ! — Uarrafs'd with fear I fiopv 
I gaze, when YkloediHS^ — * Whoe'er thcru art, 
' Mortal, by whom I deign to be beheld 
' In thefe my midnight-walks ; depart, and fay 
* That henceforth I and my immortal train 
, * Forfake Britannia's ifle ; who fondly floops 
' To Vice, her favourite paramour.' — See (poke, 
^nd as ihe tum'd, her round and rofy neck. 

Her 
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Her flowing trdn^ and long ambroflal hair. 
Breathing rich odours, I enamouPd view. 

O who will bear me then to weflern climes, 
(Since Virtue leaves our wretched land) to fields 
Yet unpolluted with Iberian fwords : 
The ifles of innocence, from mortal view 
Deeply retir'd, beneath a plantane's fhade. 
Where Happinefs and Quiet fit enthron'd. 
With fimple Indian fwains, that I may hunt 
The boar and tiger thro' Savannahs wild, - ' 
Thro' fragrant defarts, and thro' citron-groves. 
There fed on dates and herbs, would I defpiie 
The far-fetch'd cates of Luxury, and hoards 
Of narrow-hearted Avarice ; nor heed 
The diflant din of the tumultuous world. 
So when rude whirlwinds rouze th^ roaring main. 
Beneath fair Thetis fits, in coral caves. 
Serenely gay, nor finking»lailors' cries 
Difturb her fportive nymphs, who round her form 
The light fantaftick dance, or for her hair 
Weave rofy crowns, or with according lutes 
Grace the foft warbles of her honied voice. 



An 
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An ODE to FANCY. 

By the Same. 

O Parent of each lovely Maie, 
.Thy fpirit o'er my foul diffufe, 
O'er^ my artlefs fongs preiide. 
My footfteps to thy temple guide. 
To offer at thy turf-built fhrine. 
In golden cups no coiUy wine. 
No murdered ^t'ling of the flock. 
But flowers and honey from the rock. 
O Nymph with loo(ely-flowing hair. 
With bufkin'd leg, and boibm bare. 
Thy waift with myrtle-girdle bound. 
Thy brows with Indian feathers crown'd. 
Waving in thy fnowy hand 
An all-commanding magick wand. 
Of pow*r to bid frefli gardens blow 
'Mid chearlefs Lapland's barren fnow, 
Whofe rapid wings thy flight convey 
Thro' air, and over earth and fca. 
While the vaft various landfcape lies 
Con(picuous to thy piercing eyes. 



O lover 



O lover of the defart, hail ! 
Sayit in What deep and pathkis vele. 
Or on what hoary oKmntsaxn's fidi^ 
*Midft falls of water you refide, 
'Midft broken rocks, a rugged fcene^ 
"With green and grafly ddles between, 
'Midft forefls dark of ^ed oak» 
Ne'er echoing with the woodman's ftroke. 
Where never hnsiaii «rt uppear'd. 
Nor ev'n one ftraw^ffooPdiCottwas rear'd. 
Where NATURE-leems to fit alont, 
Majeilick on a craggy throne ; 
Tell me the path, fw«et wand'rer, tell. 
To thy unknown iequefkf'd cell. 
Where woodbines du^r round the door. 
Where (hells and mois o'erlay the fk)or. 
And on whofe top an iiawtliom blows, 
^Amid whofe tibickly-woven boughs 

Some nightingale (till builds her neft. 
Each evening warbling thee to reft : 
TN^en lay me by the haunted ftream. 
Rapt in fome wild, poctick dream. 
In converfe while methinks I rove 
With Spenser thro' a fairy grove; 
Till fuddenly awak'd, I hear 
Strange whifper'd mufick in my ear. 
And my glad ibol in blifs is drown'd^ 
By the fweetly-foothing found ! 
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Me, Goddefs, by the right-^and lead* 

Sometimes duo' .the yeUowmead, 

Where Joy and white-wib'd Peace reSatt, 

And Venus keeps her-ieftnBev.coiirt, 

Where Mirth and Youth each evening meet^ 

And lightly trip with nimUe feet. 

Nodding their lilly-crowned heads. 

Where Laughter ro(c-Iip*d Hebe leads ? 

Where Echo walks fteep hifls among, 

Lifl'ning to the fhepherd's fong : 

Yet not thefe flowery £elds of joy 

Can long my penfive mind employ, 

Hafte, Fancy, from the fceaes of fiilly 

To meet the matron Melancholy, 

Goddefs of the tearful eyey 

That loves to Md her arms and figh ! 

Let us with filent footfleps go 

To charnels and the houfe of woe, * 

To Gothick churches, vaults, and tombs. 

Where each fad night fome virgin comes. 

With throbbing breaft, and faded cheek. 

Her promised biddegroom's urn to ieek ; 

Or to fome Abbey's mouM'ring tow'rs. 

Where, to avoid cold wintry ihow'rs. 

The naked beggar fhivering lies. 

While whifUing tempefts round her rife. 

And trembles left the tottering wall 

Should on her ileepiag infants falL 



Now 
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Now let us loader ftrike the lyre, 
For my heart glows with martial fire, 
I feel, I feel, with fadden heat. 
My big tumaltuous'bofom beat ; 
The trumpet's clangors pierce my ear, 
A thoufand widows' (hrieks I hear. 
Give- me another horie, I cry, 
Lo! the bafe Gallic fquadrons Ry ; 
Whence is this rage ?— what fpirit, fay. 
To battle hurries me away ? 
'Tis Fancy, in her fiery car, 
Tranfports me to the -thickeft war, 

There whirls me o'er the hills of ilain, 
Where Tumult and Deftruflion reign ; 
Where mad with pain, the wounded fteed 
Tramples the dying and the dead : 
Where giant Terror ftalks around, 
\5pth fuUen joy furveys the ground. 
And pointing to th' enfanguin'd field. 
Shakes his dreadful Gorgon-ihield ! 

O guide me from this horrid fcene 
To high-arch'd walks and alleys g^een. 
Which lovely LuR A feeks, to Ihun 
The fervors of the <mid-day fiin ; 
The pangs of abfence, O remove. 
For thou can'ft place me near my love, 
Can'ft fold in vifionaiy blifs, 
And let me think I ileal a kifs. 



Whil< 
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While her ruby lips difpenfe 

iiufcious ne^ar's quinteflence ! 

When young-ey'd Spring profufely throws 

From her green lap the pink and rofe,' 

When the foft turtle of die dale 

To SuATMER tells her tender tale. 

When Autumn cooling caverns feeks. 

And ftairis with wine his jolly cheeks, 

When Winter, like pbor pilgrim old. 

Shakes hk filver beard with cold; 

At every ^afbn let my ear 

Thy folemn whifpers. Pa not, hear. 

Qwarm, enthu£aitick maid, 

Without thy powerful, vital aid. 

That breathes an energy divine. 

That gives' a foul to every line, 

&'e'er may I ftrive with lips profane 

To utter an anhallow'd ilrain, * 

I ■ ■ ■ " 

Nor dare to touch the facred ftring, 

^ave when with {miles thou bid'ft me ling. 

P hear our prayer, O hither come 

Prom thy lamented Shakespsar's tomb,' 

On which thou lov'ft to iit at eve, 

Muiing o'er thy darling's giive ; 

O queen of numbers,, once again 

Animate fomie chofen Twain, . 

Who filFd with unexhaufted fire. 

May boldly {mite the foandi^g lyr^ 
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May rife above the rhyming throngt 
Who with fome new^ ime<}Uaird fong 
O'er all our lift'ning paffions reign, 
O'erwhelm Qiir fools with joy and pain i 
With terror fhai:c> with pity move, 
Rouze with revenge, or melt wi|h lave^ 
O deign t' atjt^iaiid his evening walk. 
With him in groves and grottos talk ; 
Teach him to (corn with frigid art 
Feebly to totidi th' ^nraptijr'd heart ;■ 
Like lightning, let hi§ mighty veHe 
The bofom's inp^oft foldings pierce t 
With native beauties win applaule. 
Beyond cold criticks' lludied laws : 
O let each Mufe^s fame increafe, 
O bid Britannia rival Gr&ecs! 




St 
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TAN 2 AS written on taking the Air sifter 

a long Illnefs. 

By the Same. 

L 
'TA IL, genial fUn ! I feel thy powerful ray 
. A Strike vigorous health into each languid rein t 
>, at riiy Imght approach, are fled away 
he pale-ey*d lifters Grief, Difeafe, and Pain. 

,., IL , 
Mlky O forefts, and thou painted ihead, 
gain admit me to your fecret feats, 
rom the dark bed qf pining ficknefs free'd, 
rith double joy I feek your green retreats. 

rii. 

et once iiiore, O j^e rivers, fhall I lie, 
1 fammer evenings on your wijiow'd bank8> 
ind unobferv'd by palfiAg ibephcrd*s eye, 
lew the light Naiads trip in wanton ranks. 

IV. 

ach rural objeft charms, fo long unfeen, 

Fhc blooming ori*iard5, the white wandering flocks, 

rbc fields arra/d in fight-refrcfhing green, 

lad with his loofcn'd yoke the wearied ox. 

H 2' V. Here 
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V. 
Here let me ftop beneath this (preading bufjiy 

While Zephyr's voice I hear the boughs among^ 

And liften to the fweet thick- warbling thrulh. 

Much have I wilh'd to hear her vernal fong. 

VI. 

The Dryad Health frequents this hallow'd grove^ 

O where may I the lovely virgin meet ? 

From mom till dewy evening will I rove 

To find her haunts, and lay an off'ring at her feet« 



The Two Beavers. A F a b l r. " 

r 

By the Rev. ^fr.^ DucfK. 
^^TT^Were well, my friend^, for human fcind^ 

A Would ev'ry man his feus'nefs mind ; 
In his own orbit always move,- 
Nor blame, nor envy thofe above^ 

A Beaver, well advanced in age^ 
By loftg experience rendered fage^ . J 

Was (kill'd in all the ufeful arts,^ 
And juftly deem'd a beaft 6f parts ;^ 

Which he apply'd (as patriots ftiou'd> 
In cultivating publick good. 
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This Beaver on a certain day, 

A friendly vifit went to pay 

To a young coufin, pert and vain» 

Who often rov'd about the plain : 

With ev'ry idle beaft confcrr'd. 

Hearing, and telling what he heard. 

The vagrant youth was gone from home. 

When th' ancient fage approach'd his dome ; 

Who each apartment view'd with care, 

But found each wanted much repair. 

The walls were crack'd, decayed the doors. 

The com lay mouldy on the floors ; 

Thro' gaping crannies ruih'd amain 

The blufPring winds with fnow and rain ; 

The timber all was rotten grown. 

In ihort, the houfe \yas tumbling down. 

The genVous beaft, by pity fwa/d, 

Gricv'd to behold it thus decayed ; 

And while he moum'd the tatter'd fcene, 

The mafter of the lodge came in. 

The firft congratulations o'er. 
They reft recumbent on the floor j . 
When thus the young conceited bead 
His thoughts impertinent exprefs'd. 

I long have been furpnz'd to find. 
The lion grown (b wond'rous kind 
To one peculiar' fort of beafls. 
While he another fort detefts ; 

H 3 Hit 



His royal favour chiefly falls 
tjpon the fpecies of jack-alls. - - 
They fhare the profits of his dirone^ 
He fmiles on them, and them aloneV 
Mean while the ferret's tifeful race 
He fcarce admits to fee his face ; 
Traduc'd by lies and ill report. 
They're baniih'd from his regal courts 

And counted, over all the plain, 
Oppofers of the lion's reign. 

Now I coriceiv'd a fcheme Ihft night. 
Would doubtlefs fet this matter right : 
Thefe parties fhouid nnite together ; 
The lion partial be to neither. 
But let them both his favours ihare. 
And both confiiH in peace and war. 
This method (were this method try^J 
Would fpread politick bafi^ wide. 
And on a bottom broad and fbong. 
Support the focial un^on long **■■ 
But uncle, uncle, much I fear. 
Some have abus'd the lion's ear ; 
He lillens to the leopard's tongue ; 
^hat curfed leopard leads him wrong ; 
Were he but banifh'd hx away — — 
You don't attend to what i fay t 

Why really, cottx, die fiige rejeia'd. 
The rain and fnow, and driving wiad| 
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Beat thro' with fuch prodigioud force* 
It made me deaf to your difcourfc. 
Now, couz,, were my advice purfu'd,. 
(And fare I mean it for your gobd) 
Methinks you fliould this houfe repair ; 
Be this your firft and chiefeft care. 
Your ikill the voice of prudence calU 
To ftop thefe crannies in the walh. 
And prop the roof before it falls. 
If you this needftil taflt pferfbrt*. 
You'll make your m^n^on dry and warm $ 
And we may then converfe together. 
Secure from this tempeikious weather. 



CONTENTMENT, 

By the SaAe. 

FArewell afpiring dioughts, no more 
My foul fhall leave the p^aceM fho^^^ 
To fail ambition's main ; 
FallaciQti6 as the harlot's feifs. 
You promife mn im«tfreaiif blift. 
And give me ce/ftt&tk palm 

' H4 Abeau« 



A beauteous profpeft firft you (hew. 
Which eye furvey'd you paint anew. 
And paint it Wond'rous pleafant : 
This in a third is quickly loft ; 

Thus future good we covet moft. 
But ne'er enjoy the prefent. 

Deluded on ^m fcene to fcene. 
We never end, but ftill begin. 

By flatt'ring Hope betray*d ; 
Fm weary of the painful chace» 
Let others run this endlefs race 

To^caticb a flying fhade. 

Let others boaft their ufelefs wealtji ; 

Have I not Loiieffy uiid l.ealth ? 

Which riches cannot give : 
Let others to preferment (bar. 
And, changing liberty for powV, 

In golden fhacklcs livel 

'Tis time, at length, I fliould be wife, 
'Tis time to feek fubftantial joys ; 

Joys out of Fortune*s pow'r : 
Wealth, honours, dignities, and f^xSLCf 
Are toys the bljnd capricious damQ 

Takes from us pv'ry hour. 



Con 
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pome, confcious Virtue, fill my breai. 
And bring Content, thy daughter, drefs'd 

In ever-iiniling charms : 
Let facred Friendfhip too attend ; 
A friendfhip worthy of my friend. 

Such as' my LiELivs warms. 

With thefe I'll in my boibm make ' 
A bulwark Fortune cannot (hake. 

The' aU her ftorms arife ; 
Look down and pity gilded (laves, 
Defpife ambition's giddy knaves. 

And wifh the Fools were wife. 

The Education of ACHILLES. 

By Mr. B E D I N G F J E L D. 

L 

AH me I is all our pleafure mix*d with woe ! 
Is there on earth no happinefs fincere ? 
Muft ev'n this bitter dream of forrow flow 

From joy's domeflick fpring, our children dear ? 
How oft did Thetis drop the iilver tear. 

When with fond eyes (he view'd her darling boy ! 

How oft her breail heav'd with preiaging fear. 
Left Ticefs iiecret canker ihould annoy 
Fair virtue's op'ning bud, and all her hopes dellroy ! 

IL At 
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II. 

At length, {o Nereus had her rightly taaght, 

That doabtful cares might eat her heart no mdre^ 
Her imp in prattling in^cy (he brought 

To the fam'd Cencatir; dn mount Pelion hoar, 
Hight Chiron, whom to Saturn PhyPra bore ; 

Chiron, whofe wifdom flouriftl-d 'bove &i5 peers. 
In ev'ry goodly thew, and virtuous lore. 

To principle his yet untainted years ; 
The feed that's eady fown, the fkireft harvdk benrs* 

m. 

Far in tl«e covert of a buihy wood» 

Where aged trees their ftar-proof branches (pread^ 
A grocf, with gfey mofs ever dropping Hood ; 

Ne coftly gems the fparkling roof difplay'd, 
Ne cryM %iares the pavement rich mlaid, 

But o*er the pebbles, dear with glafly fhine, 
A limpid flream in foothing murmurs ftray'd. 

And all around the flowering eglantine 
Its balmy tendrils fpread in many a wunton twme^ 

rv. . 

A lowly habitation, well 1 ween. 

Yet facred? made by men of mickle fkoae. 

Who dierc in preccptsr wi£b had lefibn'd beeif; 
Chafte FdtmSf codbrtof tte fnAkymdMsm, 



Sage 



$age ^fculape, who cou'd the vital flam? 

(Bleft leach !) relumine by his healing (kill ; 
And Jafon, who, his father's crown to claim, 
Defcended dreadful from the cruggj hill. 
And with his portance ftern did falfe ufarper thrill, 

V. 

Faft by the cave a damfel was ypight, 

Afraid from earth her blufhing look, to rear. 
Left aught indecent .fhou'd oiFend her fight. 

Left aught indecent fhou'd offend her eiri 
Yet wou'd Ihe fometime deign at fober chear 

Sofdy to fmile, but ever held it ftiame 
The mirth of foul-mouth'd ribaldry to bear, 

A cautious nymph, and Modesty her name. 
^ ! who but churlifh carle would hurt fo pure a dame ? 

Vi. 

With her fate Temperance, compaftioh meet, 
Phicking from tree-en bough her fimple food, 

And pointing to an urn befide her feet, 

Fill'd with the cryftal of the whoiMbme flood : 

With her was feen, of grave and a:wehk xxkood. 

Hoary Fidelity, a matron ftaid ; 
And fweet Benevolence, who fmiling flood, 

Whilft at her breaft two fon^iig infants play'd^ 
And turtles, billing foft, coo'df thp^' the echoing glade. 

Vn. On 
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VII. 
On t'other fide, of bold and open air, 

Was a fair perfonage hight Exercise ; 
Reclin'd he feem'd upon his rough boar-fpcar, 

As late furceas'd from hardy enterprize ; 
(For Sloth inglorious did he aye dcfpife) 

Frelh glow'd his cheek with heal.th'? verinilion dye. 
On his fleek brow the fwelling fweat-drops rife. 

And oft around he darts his glowing eye 
To view his well-breath'd hoands, full jolly company. 

vm. 

Not far away wa3. fage Experience plac'd. 

With care-knit brow, fix'd looks, and fober plight| 

Who weighing well die prefent with the paft> 
Of every accident cou'd read aright. 

With him was rev'rend Contemplation pight. 
Bow-bent with eld, his beard of fnowy hue. 

Yet age's hand mote not empare the fight. 
Still with iharp ken the eagle he'd purfue. 
As thro' the buxom air to heav'n's bright bow'rs fiie ^ew« 

IX. 
Here the fond parent left her darling care. 

Yet foftly breath'd a %h as fhe withdrew ; 

Here the young hero, ev'n from tender year, 

Eftfoons imbib'd InftrufUon's hony'd dew^ 

(Fot 
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(por well to file his tongue, fag'e Chiron knew) 

And learnt to difcipline his life aright ; 
To pay to pow'rs fupreme a reverence duci 
Chief to Satumian Jove, whofe dreaded might 
Wings thro' difparted clouds the bik'ring lightning's flight. 

X. 

Aye was the ftripling wont, ere morning fair 
Had rear'd o'er eaftern waves her rofy tcdtf^ 

To grafp with tender hand the pointed fpear» 
And beat the thicket where the boar's fell breed 

Enfhrouded lay, or lion's tawily feed. 

Oft wou'd great Dian, with her woody train. 

Stop in mid chace to wonder at his fpeed» 

Whilil up the hill's rough fide fhe faw him flrain^ 
Or fweep with winged feet along the level plains 

XI. 

. AAd when dun fhades had blent the day's bright eye. 

Upon his fhoulders, with flow ftagg'ring pace. 

He brought the prey his hand had done to die, 

Whilft blood with dufl befprent did foul difgrace 

The goodly features of his glowing face. 
When as the fage beheld on graffy foil 

Each panting corfe, whilft life did well apace. 

The panther of his fpotted pride he'd fpoil. 

To deck his fofter fon : fit meed of daring toil. 

XII. And 



C i26 ] 

XII. 
And ever and anon the godlike fire, 

To temper ilern behefts with pleafaunce gay/ 
Would touch (for well he cou'd) the filver lyre i 

So fweetly ravifli'd each enchanting ky. 
That Pan, in fcornful wife, wou'd fling away 

His rufHck pipe, and ev'n the facred train 
Wou'd leave theii' lov'd Pamafs' in trim' array. 

And thought their own Apollo once again 
Charm*d his attentive flock, a *£mple ihepherd fwaiiu' 

xin.' 

And ever an4 anon of worthies old, 

Whofe praife Fame's trump thro' earth's wide boiihde' 
h4d fpread. 
To fire his xnind to brave exploits, he told ; 

Pirithous, kno^n for proweft hardy-head ; 
Thefeus, whofe wrath the dire Procruftes fled ; 

And Hercules, whom trembling Lema fear'd,' 
When Hydra fell, in loathfome marfhes bred. 

In ^in agaioft the fon of Jove uprearM 
flead fpcotttiBg imder head, by thrillant faulehion ihear'd.' 

XIV. 
The Aem-brow'd bq^ in mtfte attention ikood. 
To heas the (kge rekts each great emprife ; 
Thexv ibode along the cave in haughtier mood;' 
WHilflf varying paflions in his bofom rife. 

And 
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And iightning-beams ikfh fioom 1ij» glowing cyes^ 
Ev'n now he {corns tke prey the defarts ykld, 

Ev'n now (as hope the future fcenc fapplie^) 
He fhakes the terrors of his heav'n-form'd Hueld, 
And braves th' indignant flood* a^ Sunders o'er die field. 

An EPISTLE from S. J. Efq; in the 
GouNTRY, to the Right Hon. the Lord 
Lovelace in Town* 

Written in the Year, 1735. 

IN days, iny Lord, when mother Time^' 
Tbo'' now grown old? wa^ in her js^iu^^ 
When Satur^n firfli began to rule. 
And Javs was hardly come from fchooi^ 
How h^py \B88 a country h& \ 
How firee fioiD wickednefs and iUile ! 
Then each loan liv'd upon hk farm. 
And thought and did no mortd h^rm^ 
On mofTy banks fair virgins ilept, . 
As harmlefs asr the flocks they kept i 
Then love was all tihey hsKl to do». . 
And nymphs wece chafte, atid iwaiitis wene true. 

But Row^ whatever poets write, 
^is fure the C9£r is altcv'd qwtie^ 

Virtue 



Virtue no more in rural plains. 
Or innocence, or peace remains ; 
Bat vice is ih the cottage found. 
And country girls are oft tmfbuhd | 
Ficfce paity rage each village fires. 
With wars of juftices and 'fquires ; 
Attorneys, for a barley ftraw. 
Whole ages hamper folks in law ; 
And ev'ry neighbour's in a flame 
About their r^tes, or fythc's-, or gaoie : 
Some quarrel for their hares and pigeons/ 

And fome for difPrence in religions : 
Some hold their parfon the bell preacher. 
The tinker fome a better teadier ; 

Thefe to tixt Chllrch they fight for, ftrangersr , 
Have faith in nbthitig but' her dangers ; 
While thofe, a more believing people, . 
Can fwallow all things but a fteeple.' 

But I^ my Lord, wKo^ as yon know,' 
Care little how thefe matters go, 
And equally detefi: the ftrife 
And ufual joys of country life. 
Have by good fortune little (hare 
Of its diverfions, or its care ; 
For feldom I with 'fquires unite, . 
Who hunt all' day, and drink all night i 
Kor reckon wonderful inviting, 
A" quartcr-feffions, or cock-fighting; 
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But then no hna I occupy. 

With ihecp to rot and cows to dye : 

Nor rage I much, or much defpair, 

Tho' in my hedge I find a fhare ; 

Nor view I, with due admiration; 

All the high honours here in falhiofi j 

The great comnxiifions of the quorum. 
Terrors to all whp come before 'cm ; 
Militia fcarlet, edg'd with gold. 
Or the white flaff high-iheriffs hold; 
The reprelentativc's careffing, 
^ The judge's how; the bifhop's blefling. 
Nor can I for my foul delight 
In the dull feaft of neighboring knight. 
Who, .if you fend three days b^ffore. 
In white gloves meets you at the door. 
With fuperfluity of breeding 
Firfl make» you iick, and then with feeding* 
Or if with .ceremony cloy'dj 
You woii'd next timd fuch plagues avoid. 
And vifit without previous notice, 
JohnV John; a Coach ! — I can't think who *tis/ 
My lady cries, Who ^les your coach^ 
Ere you the avenue approach ; 
Lord, how unlucky !— wafhing-day 1 
And all the men are in the hay \ 
Entrance, ta gain: is fomething hard^ 
The dogs all bark^ the gates are barred ;^ 
VoL.IDT. I Tte 
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The yard's with line* of linen crofs'dyr 

The hall-door's lock'd, the key is loft: 

Thefe difficulties all o'ercome^ 

We reach at length the drawing-room. 

Then there's fuch tranpling over-head. 

Madam youM fwear was brought to bed ; 

Mifs in a hurry burfts the lock, 

To get clean fleevei to hide her fmock ; 

The fervants.nm, the pelwter clatters^ 

My lady dreiles, caUs, and chatters ; 

The cook-maid raVes for want of butter. 

Pigs fqueak, fowls fe^eam, and green geel< flutter. 

Now after three hours tediow Waitings 

On all our neighbours faults debating, 

And having nine times view'd the garden. 

In which there's nothing worth a farthing. 

In comes my lady, and the puddeh : 

You wiU excuie, fir,— on a fudden^-* 

Then, that we may have four and fourV 

The bacon, fowls, and colly -flbW^r 

Their ancient unity divide, 

The top one graces, one 'each fide i 

And by and by the fecond courfe 

Comes lagging like a difbinc'd horfe : 

A falver theh' tochnrdi and'king. 

The butler fweats,- the glafles ring ^ 

The cloth remov'd, the toails go round. 

Bawdy and politadcs abound; 

And 
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And as the knight naore tipfy waxes. 

We damn all miniflers ai^d taxes. 

At laft the ruddy fun quite funk. 

The coachman tolerably drunk. 

Whirling o*er hillocks, ruts, and Hones, 

Enough to diflocate one's bones. 

We home return, a wond'rous token 

Of heaven's kind care, with limbs unbroken* 

ABi&. us not, ye Gods, tho' finners, * 

With many days like this, or dinners ! 

But if civilities thus teaze me. 
Nor bufinefs, nor diverfions pleafe me, 
Youll afk, my Lord, how time I Q>end ? 
I anfwer, with a, book, or friend : 
The circulating hours dividing, 
*Twixt reading, walking, eating, riding ; 
But books are flill my higheil joy, 
Thefe earlieft pleafe, and lateft cloy. 
Sometimes o'er diftant climes I ftray. 
By guides experienc'd taught the way ; 
The wonders of each region view. 
From frozen Lapland to Pbru; 
Bound o'er rough feas, and mountains bare. 
Yet ne'er fbrfake my elbow diajr. 
Sometimes ipnie fam'd hiAorian's pen 
Recals pad ages back agen. 
Where all I fee, through every page. 
Is but how men with fenielefs xmge 

I 2 Each 
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Each other rob, deftroy, and burn. 
To ferve a prieft's, or flatefman's turn ; 
Tho' loaded with a.difF'rent aim. 
Yet always afles much the fame. 
Sometimes I yiew with much delight^ 
Divines their holy game-cocks fight ; 
Here faith and works at variance fet. 
Strive hard who Ihall the vidkory get ; 
Preihytery and epifcopacy 
There fight fo long, it would amaze ye ; 
Here freerwill holds a fierce difpute 
With reprobation abfolute ; 
There fenfe kicks tranfubftantiation,. 
And re^fbn pecks at revelation. 
With learned Newton now I fly 
O'er all the rolling orbs on high, 
Vifit new worlds, and for a minute 
This old one fcorn, arid all that's in it : 
And now with labouring Boyle I trace 
Nature through ev'ry winding maze. 
The latent qualities admire 
Of vapours, water, air, and fire : 
With pleafing admiration fee 
Matter's Jurprifing fubtlety; 
As how the fmalleft lamp difplays. 
For miles around, its fcatter'd rays ; 
Or how (the cafe fiill more t' explain) 
a A fart, that weighs not half a grain, 

a See Boyl^s Exferiittenn, 
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The atmofphere will oft perfume 
Of a whole fpacious drawing-room. 

Sometimes I pafs a whole long day 
In happy indolence away, 
In fondly meditating o*er 
Pail pleafures, and in hoping more : 
Or wander through the fields and woods» 
And gardens bath'd in circling floods. 
There blooming flow'rs with rapture view. 
And fparkling gems of morning dew. 
Whence in my mind ideas rife 
Of C-ffiLiA's cheeks, and Chloe's eyes^ 

*Ti$ thus, my Lord, I, free from flrife. 
Spend an inglorious country life ; 
Thefe are the joys I ftill purfue. 
When abfent fropi the town and you : 
Thus pafs long fuHjmer funs away, 
Bufily idle, calmly gay j 
Nor great, nor meap, nor rich, nor poor. 
Not having much, or wifhing more ; 
Except that you, wheii yveary grown 
Of all the follies of the town. 
And feeing, in all publick places. 
The fame vain fops and painted faces, 
Wou'd fometimes kindly condefcend 
To vifit a dull country friend : 
Here you'll be ever fure to meet 
A hearty welcome, tho* no treat, 

I 3 One 
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J 

One whp has nothing elfe to do. 

But to divert himfelf and you : 

A houfc, where quiet guards the door. 

No rural wits fmoak, drink and roar ; 

Choice books, fafe horfes, wholfome liquor. 

Clean girls, backgammon, and the vicar: ' 

To a L A D "1^ in Town, foon after her 

jeavihg the Country. 

t • • 

By the Same. 

WHild yoo, dear maid, o'er thousands bom to reign. 
For the 'gay toWn exchange iheruraf plaiii. 
The cooling breeze ahd ev^'ning ^alk'foriake 
For ftifling crowds, which youi'own beauid^s make; 
Thro' circling joys while you inceflant fbay. 
Charm in the Mall, andfparkle at the phty j 
Think (if fucceffive vanities can {pare 
One thoughf to loVe)*what crdS p^gs I bear^ 
Left in thefe plains all wretched, and 'alonie,'" 
To weep with fouhtains> and 'wfth echos groan. 
And mourn inceflantly thaffatal *day7 
That all my blifs with <?HLo'fe fnat^'d away. 
Say by what arts I can relieve iny pain,' ' 
Mu/ick, verfe, all I try, bui'tiy iri'vain ; 
In vain the breathing flute my Hand eiiiploys. 
Late the companion of my Chlob^s voice. ' 

Nor 
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Nor Handel*s, aoi" Corblli's tuneful airs 
Q^a haFinoniae my foul, or footh my cares ; 
Thofe once-lQv*d mecj'cines unfucccfsful prove, 
Mufick, alas, is but the voice of love ! - 
In vain I oft harmonious lines perufe. 
And feek for aid from Pope's and Prxor*s Mufe ; 
Their treach'rous numbers but affifl the foe. 
And call forth ftenes of fympathifing woe ; 
Here Heloi^.e mourns )ker abfent lover's charms. 
There panting Emma iighs in Henry's arms; 
Their loves' like mine ill-&ted I bemoan. 
And in their tender forrows read my own. 

Reftiefs fometimes, as oft the mournful dove 
Forces her neft forfaken by her love, 
I fly from home^ and feek the (acred ^tlds^ 
Where Cam's old urn its filver current yields. 
Where fi^ienm tow'rs o'er-look eadi moffy grove. 
As if to guard it from th' afTaults of love ; 
Yet guard in vain, for there my Chloe's eyes 
But lately made whole colleges her prize ; 
Her fbns, dio* few^ not Pallas cou'd defend. 
Nor Dullness- fuccour to her thoufands lend ; 
Love like a fever with infedious rage 
Scorch'd up the young, and thaw'd the froft of age ; 
To gaze a^hcr, ey*!! Dons are feen to run. 
And leave unfoiih^i pipes, and aadiors— -fcarce begun. 
So Helen look'dy and mov'd with fuch a grace. 
When the gips^ foDiPrs of the Tr.o j a n: race 

I 4 Were • 



.Were forc'd thofe fatal beauties to admire. 

That all their youth confnm'd, and fet their town on firc# 

At fam'd Newmarket oft I fpend the day. 
An unconcern 'd fpedator of the play ; 
There pitilefs obfervc the ruin*d heir 
With anger fir'd, or melting with defpair : 
For how fhould I his trivial lofs bemoan. 
Who feel one, fo much greater, of my own ? 
There while the golden heaps, a glorious prize. 
Wait the decifion of two rival dice. 
While long difputes 'twixt /e'uen znd.Ji've remain, 
And each, like parties, have their friends for gain. 
Without one wilh I fee the guineas fhine. 
Fate, keep your gold, I cry, make Chlob mine. 
Now fee, prepai^d their utmoil fpeed to try. 
O'er, the fmooth turf the bounding racers fly ! 
Now more and more their flender limbs they ft^n^ 
And foaming ftretch along the velvet plain ! 
Ah ftay ! fwift fteeds, your rapid flight delay. 
No moi'e the jockey's fmarting Jafli obey : 
But rather let my hand direft the rein. 
And guide your fleps a nobler prize to gain j 
Then fwift as eagles cut the yielding air. 
Bear me, oh bear me to the abfent fair. 

Now when the winds are hufli'd, the air ierene. 
And chearful fun-beams gild the beauteous fcene, 
Penfive o'er all the ncighb'ring fields I ftray, 
Where-e'er or choice, or chance diredU the way 5 

Or 
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jOr view the op'ning lawns, or private woods^ 
Ot diftant bluifti hills, or iiiver floods : 
Now Jiannlefs birds in fdken nets ijjfiiare. 
Now with fwift dogs purfue the flying hare ; 
Dull fports ! for oh my Chloe j§ not there ! 

Fatigued at length I willingly retire 
To a fmall fl:udy, and a chearful fire. 
There o'er fome foiio pore, I pore 'tis true. 
But oh my thoughts are fled, and fled to you ; 
I hear you, fee you, fejift upon your cyes^ 
And claip with eager arms the lovely prize. 
Here for awhile I cou'd forget my pain, 
Whilft I by dear refledlion live again ; 
But ev'n thefe joys are too fublime to lafl. 
And quickly fade, like all the real ones paft : 
For juft when now beneath fome iilent grove 
I hear you talk — and talk perhaps of love. 
Or charm with thrilling notes the lift'ning car. 
Sweeter than angels fing, or angels hear. 
My treacherous hand its weighty charge lets go. 
The book falls thund'ring on the floor below. 
The pleafing vifion in a moment's gone, 
And I once more am wretched and alone. 

So when glad Orpheus from th' infernal fliade 
Had jufl: recall'd his long-lamented maid. 
Soon as her charms had reach'd his eager eyes, 
Jjo&. in eternal night — again ihe dies. 
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To the Right Hon. the Lady Margaret 
Cavendish Harley, prefented with ^ 
CoUeftion of PpEMS. 

By the Same. 

THE tuneful throng wajS ever beauty's ca^e, 
And vcx(e a tribute facred to the fair. 
Hence in each age the loveliefl nymph has bpen. 
By undifputed righl;, tl^^ Mufes' queen ; 
Her fmiles have^all^^getick Ijofo^is fir'd. 
And patronised j^e veijfe tliejnfelves infpir'd : 
Lrsbia prefided thus in Ro|^an tim|es. 
Thus Sacharissa reigjj'd o'^r Britift rhymes. 
And prefent bards to Marpai^btta bow. 
For, what they were of old, is. Harley now. 

Fro^i Oxford's houfe, ia,the{? dull bufy days. 
Alone we hope for p^X^n^ge« oj, pr^ufe j 
He to our flighted lat^oqrs. 4Jl).is kind^ 
Beneath his roof w'are ever.fujrc to find 
(Reward fufficient for the wpfW's neglfift) 
Charms to inipire, and goodnefs to proted; 
Your eyes with rapture ani|n|.^ ov^-.lays. 
Your fire's kind hand uprears otir drooping hays. 

Formed 
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FprimM for our glory and fupport, ye feem, 
Our cpnftant patron he, and you our theme. 
Where ihoa'd poietick homage then be pay'd ? 
Where ev'ry verfe. But at yoiir feet be lay'd ? 
A double right you to this empire bear. 
As firft in beautj^, and as Oxford's heir. 

Blndripus maid ! in whofe fole perfon joln'd 
Ev'ry perfedion of the feir we find. 
Charms t)iat Qiight warrant all, her iex's pride. 
Without one foible of her fex to hide ; 
Good nature, artlefs as the bloom that dies 
Her cheeks, and wit as piercing as her eyes. 
Oh Harley! cou'a but you thefe lines approve^ 
Thefe children fprung from jdlenefs, and love, 
Cott'd they, (but ah how vain is the deiign !) 
Hope to amufe your hours, as once they've mine, 
Th' ill judging world's applaufe, and critick'9 blame 
Alike rd fcorn ; your approbation's fanie. 
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C H L O E to S T R E P H O N. 

A SON G. 

By the Same. 



TO O plain, dear youdi, thefe tell-tale eyes 
My heart your own declare. 
But for heav'n's fake let it fufSce 

You reign triumphant there : 
Forbear your utn^oft pow'r to try. 

Nor farther urge your fway ; 
Prefs not for what I muft deny. 
For fear I fhou'd obey. 

Cou'd all your arts fuccefsful prove, 

Wou'd you a maid undo, 
Whofe greateft failing is her love, 

And that her love.for you ? 

s, 

Say, wou'd you ufe that very pow*r 

You from her fondnefs claim. 
To ruin in one fatal hour 

^ life of fpodefs fame ? 



Ah! 
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Ah ! ceafe, my dear, to do an ill, 

Becaufe perhaps you may 1 
Bat rather try your utmod (kill 
• To fave me, than betray ; 

. Be you yourfelf my virtue's guard. 

Defend, and not puriue ; 
Since 'tis a tafk for me too hard. 
To fight with love and you. 

cl9 CD tfo gn aj> ^2 g" a> q2 ^X Q CP 99 Of ^f ^2 iTb C2 ^2 nj tP> 

To the Right Honourable the E a r l of 
CHESTERFIELD, on his being 
inftaird Knight of the G a r t e r, 

By the Same. 

^ I ^Hefe trophies, Stanhope, of the lovely dame, 

•** Once the bright obje£l of a monarch's flame. 
Who with fuch juft propriety can w^ar. 
As thou, the darling of the gay and fair ? 
See cv^ry friend to wh, politenefs, love. 
With one confent thy fovereign's choice approve ! 
And liv'd Plant ace net her voice to join, 
Herf^l^ andGART£R; both were furely thine. 

To 
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To a LADY, fent with a Prefent of Shells and 
Stones dcfign^d for a Grotto. 

By the Same. 

With gifts like thefe, the ipoils of neighboring flforesj; 
The Indian fwain his ^ble love adores, - 
OiF'rings well fuited to the duflcy fhrine 
Of his rude goddefs, but unworthy mine r 

i^ .1.. • .. . ■ rf / .^ J — " ' ' j; * 

And yet they feem not fuch a worthlefs prize. 

If nicely viewed by philofophick eyes : 

And fuch are yours» that nature's works admire 

With wanrith like that, which they themfelvcs inipire. 

To fuch how fair appears each grain of fand. 
Or humblell weed, as wrought by nature's hand ! 
How far luperior to all human powV 
Springs the green blade, or buds the painted flow'r ! 
In all her births, tho* of the meaneft tanis, 
A juft obferver entertainment finds, 
With fond delight her low produdUons fees. 
And how Ihe gently rifes by de^ees ; 
A fliell, or ftone he can with pleafure view. 
Hence trace her noBIeft works', the hea\^ns-— and you. 

Behold, 
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Behold, how bright thefe giudy trifles fhine. 
The lovely fportings of a hand divine ! 
See with what art each curious ihell is nuule. 
Here carv'd in fret-work, there with pearl inlaid ! 
What vivid ftreaks th' enamel'd ftones adorn. 
Fair as the paintings of the purple morn ! 
Yet ftill not half their charms can reach oar eyes. 
While thus confused the fparkling Chaos lies ; 
Doubly they'll pleafe, when in your Grotto plac'd. 
They plainly fpeak the fair diipofer's tafte ; 
Then glories yet unfeen' fhall o'er them* rifb. 
New order from your hand, new luftre from your eyes. 

How fweet, how charming will appear this Grot, 
When by your ai-t td full perfedUon brought ! 
Here verdant plants, and bloomiing flbw'rs will grow ; 
There bubbling currents through the fhell-work flow ; 
Here coral mix'd with ihells of various dies. 
There polifti'd ftone will charm our wond'ring eyes ; 
Delightful bow'r of blifs ! fecure retreat ! 
Fit for the Mufes, and Stat'ira's ftat. 

But ftill how good'muft be that fair- one's mind. 
Who thus in folitude can pleafure find'l 
Vke Mufe her company, gobd-fenfe' her giifd^, 
Keiiftlefs charriis her powV, but not her pride : 
Who thus forfakes the town, the paf-k, and play. 
In filent fliades to pafs her hours away ; 
Who better likes to breathe frelh country air. 
Than ride imprifonM in a vtlVet chair, 

Ani 
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And makes the wjtrbling nightingale her choice,* 
Before the thrills of Farinelli's voice; 
Prefers her books, and confcience void of ill. 
To conforts, balls, afTemblies, and quadrille: 
Sweet bow 'rs more pleas'd, than gilded chariots {ees,' 
For groves the play-houfc quits, and bcaus for tr6es. 
Bleft is the man, whom heav'n fhall grant one hour 
With fuch a lovely nymph, in fuch a lovely bow'r ! 

00<>00000<#K>000000<> 

To a LADY, in anfwer to a Letter wrote 

in a very fine Hand. 

By the Same. 

WHilfl well-wrote lines our wond*ring eyes command • 
The beauteous work of Chloe's artful hand. 
Throughout the finifh'd piece we fee difplay'd 
Th* exadleft image of the lovely maid ; 
Such is her wit, and fuch her form divine. 
This pure, as flows the ftyle diro' ev'ry line. 
That, like each letter, exquifltely fine. 

See wi^ what art the fable currents flain 
In wandering mazes all the milk-white plain \ 
Thus o'er the meadows wrap'd in filvcr fnow 

Unfrozen brooks in dark meanders flow ; 

Thus 
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Thus jetty curls in fhiiling ringlets deck 

The ivory plain of lovely Ch l o e's neck : 

See, like fome virgin, whofe unmeaning charms 

Receive new luftre from a lover's arms. 

The yielding pa|)er's pure, but vacant breal!. 

By her fair hand and flowing pen imprefs'd, 

At cv*ry touch more animated grows. 

And with new life and new ideas glows ; 

Frefh beauties from the kind defiler gains, 

Atid fhines each moment brighter from its ftains. 

Let mighty love no longer boaft his darts. 
That firike unerring, aim'd at mortal hearts, 
Chloe, your quill can equal wonders do. 
Wound full as fure, and at a diHance too : 
Arm'd with your feather'd weapons in your hands, 
From pole to pole you fend your great Commands, 
To diflant climes in vain the lover flies. 
Your pen overtakes him, if he 'fcapes your eyes ; 
So thofe, who from the fword in battle run. 
But perifh vidUms to the diftant gun. 

Beauty's a (hort-liv'd blaze, a fading flow'r. 
Bat thefe are charms no ages can devour ; 
Thcfe, for fuperior to the brighteft face. 
Triumph alike o'er time, as well as fpace. 
When that fair form, which thoufands now adore. 
By years decay'd, (hall tyrannize no more, 
Thefe lovely lines fhall future ages view. 
And eyes attbom, like ours, be charm'd by you. 

Vol. UL K How 
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How oft do I admire with fond deUghA- 
The curious piece, and wiih like yoa to write! ' 
Alas, vain hope ! thdA might as well a^ire 
To copy Paulo's flrofe;e, or Titian's fire : 
Ev'n now your Ijilendid. lines before nje lie. 
And I in vain to imitate them try ; 
Believe me, fair, I'm pja^Jlifing this art. 
To fteal your hand, in hopes to ileal your h^art. 

The Art of D A N CI N G. A Poem. 

Infcrib'd to the Rt. Hon. the Lady Fanny Fielding. 
Written i» the Year 1730. By the Same. 
I/ice/^ paiuit Dea. V1R.G. 

CANTO I. 

IN the fmooth dance to move with grsw:ef«l nuqn^ 
Eafy with care„ and fprighdy tho' ferene. 
To mark th' inflrudlions echoing flrains CQBvey> 
And with juft fteps eaph tuneful note obey> 
I teach ; be prefent, all ye facred Choir, 
Blow tlie foft flute, and llxike the founding lyr&;^ 
When Fielding bid§, your kind affiiibanieq. hringt. 
And at her k^ th^ lewly tribute iiing ; 
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Oh may her eyes (to her this verfc is due) 

What firft themfelyes infptr'd, vouchfafe to view ! 

Hail loftieft art ! thotr can*ft aH hearts infnare. 
And make the faireft itfll appear more fair. 
Beaaty can little execution do, 
Unlefs (he borrows haff her arms from you ! 
Few, like Ptgrt ALTON, doat on lifelefs charms. 
Or care to cTa^ a ftatire in their arms ; 
But breads of ffint muft melt with fierce defire. 
When art and motion wake the fleeping fire : 
A Venus, drawn by great ApcHes' hsttid. 
May for awhile our wond'ring eyes command. 
But flill, tho* formed with aH the pow'rs of art,* 
The lifelefs piece can never warm the heart ; 
So fair a nymph, perhaps, may plcafe the e^-e, 
Whilft all her beauteous limbs unaftive lie. 
But when her charms are in the dance difplay'd. 
Then ev'ry heart adores the lovely maid : 
This fets her beauty in the faireft light. 
And fhews each grace in foil perfe^Uon bright ; 
Then, as (he turns around, from every part. 
Like porcupines fhe fends a piercing dart ; 
In vain, alas 1 the fond fpeflator tries 
To (httn thtf pleafirtg dangers of her eyes. 
For, Parthian-like, (he wounds as fure behind. 
With flowing curls, and ivory neck reclin'd : 
Whether her fleps the Minuet's mazes trace. 
Or the flow Liouvi^'s more utaje^k pace, 

K 2 Whether 
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Whether the Rigadoon employs her care. 
Or fprightly Jigg difplays the nimble fair. 
At every ftep new beauties we explore. 
And worfhip nowj what we admir'd before : 
So when -^neas, in the Tyrian grove. 
Fair Venus met, the charming queen of Love, 
The beauteous goddefs, whilll unmoVd fhe Hood,- 
Seem'd fome fair nymph, the guardian of the wood ; 
But when fhe mov'd, at once her heav'nly mien 
And graceful ftep confefs'd bright Beauty's queen. 
New glories o'er her form each moment rife. 
And all the Goddefs opens to his eyes. 

Now hafte, my Mufe, purfue thy deftin'd way. 
What drefles beft become the dancer, fay ; 
The rules of drefs forget not to impart, 
A lefTon previous to the dancing art. 

The foldier's fcarlet glowing from afar. 
Shews that his bloody occupation's war ; 
Whilfl the lawn band, beneath a double chin. 
As plainly fpeaks divinity within ; 
The milk-maid fafe thro' driving rains and fnows, 
Wrap'd in her cloak, and prop'd on pattens. goes ; 
Whilfl the foft Belle, immur'd in velvet chair. 
Needs but the filken fhoe, and trufls her bofom bare : 
The woolly drab, and Englifh broad-cloth warm. 
Guard well the horfeman from the beating ftorm. 
But load the dancer with too great a weight. 

And call from ev'ry pore th.e dewy fweat ; 

Rather 
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Rather let him his a£tive limbs difplay 
In camblet thin, or gloffy paduafoy. 
Let no unwieldy pride his ihoulders prefs ; 
But airy, light, and eafy be his drefs ; 
Thin be his yielding foal, and low his heel. 
So fhall he nimbly bound, and fafely wheel. 

But let not precepts known my verfe prolong. 
Precepts which ufe will better teach, than fong ; 
For why fhould I the gallant fpark command. 
With clean white gloves to fit his ready hand ? 
Or in his fobb enlivening fpirits wear. 
And pungent falts to raife the fainting fair ? 
Or hint, the fword that dangles at his fide. 
Should from its filken bandage be unt/d ? 
Why fhould my lays the youthful tribe advife, 
Left fiiowy clouds from out their wigs arife ; 
So fhall their partners mourn their laces Ip oil'd. 
And fhining filks with greafy powder foil'd ? 
Nor need I, fure, bid prudent youths beware. 
Left with «re6led tongues their buckles ftare. 
The pointed fteel ftiall oft' their ftocking rend. 
And oft' th' approaching petticoat oftend. 

And now, ye youthful fair, I fing to you. 
With pleafing fmiles my ufeful labours view : 
For you the filkworms fine-wrought webs difplay. 
And laboring fpin their little lives away. 
For you bright gems with radiant colours glow. 
Fair as the dies that paint the heav'nly bow« 

. K 3 For 
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For you the fca resigns its pearly ilore » . . 

And earth unlocks her mines of treafpr'd ore ; 
In vain yet Nature thus her gifts beAows, 
Unlefs yourfelves with art thofe gifts difpofe. 

Yet think not, Nymphs, . that in the glitt'ring hall. 
One form of drefs prefcrib'd can fuit with all ; 
One brightefl fhines when wealth and art combine 
To make the finilh'd piete compleatly fine ; 
When leail adorn'd, another ileals our hearts. 
And rich in native beauties, wants not arts : 
In feme are fuch refiftlefs graces found, 
That in all drefles they are fure to wound ; 
Their perfed forms all foreign aids defpife. 
And gems but borrow luftre from their eyes. 

Let the fair Nymph, in whofe plump cheeks is feen 
A conftant blufh, be clad in chearful green ; 
In fuch a drefs the fportivc fea-nymphs go ; 
So in their grafTy bed frefh rofes blow : 
The lafs whofe Ikin is like the hazel brown. 
With brighter yellow fhould o'er-come her own : 
While maids grown pale with ficknefs or defpair» 
The fable's mournful dye fhould choofe to wear j 
So the pale moon flill ihincs with purefl lights 
Cloatk'd in the du&y mantle of the night. 

But far from you be all thofe treacherous arts. 
That wound with painted charms unwary hearts. 
Dancing's a touchfk)ne that true beauty tnes^ 
Nor fibers charms that Nature's hand denies : 

The' 
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Tho' for awhite Wfe may With wonder viiew 
The rofy blufh, and Ikin of lovely hue, 
Yet foon the dance will caufe the cheeks to gk)w. 
And melt the waxen lips, and neck of fnow : 
So fhine the fields in icy fetters bound, 
Whilft frozen gems'belpangle all the ground. 
Thro' the clear cryftal of the glitt'ring fnow, 
With fcarlet dye the blufhihg hawthorns glow ; 
O'er all the plains unnulftber'd glories rife, 
And a new bright creation charms our eyes : 
Till Zephyr breathes, then all at once decay 
The fplendid fcefles, their glories fade away. 
The fields refign the beauties not their own. 
And all their fnowy charms run trickling down. 

Dare I in fuch momentous points advife, 
I fhould condemn the hoop's enormous fize, 
Of ills i fpfeak by long experience found. 
Oft' have I trod th' immeafurab'le round, 
And mourn'd Hxy fhins bruis'd black with mtttiy a wound. 
Nor fhou'd th^ tighten'd ftays, too ftraigh% lac'd, 
In whale-bone bondage gall the (lender waift; 
Nor waving lappets fhou'd the dancing fkir. 
Nor ruffles edg'd with dangling fringes Wfcar; 
Oft' will the cobweb ornartients catch hold 
On the approaching button rough wfflfi gblft, 
Nor fatce, nor aft can then the btyiidts divide. 
When once A' iiitahgled GoWlian knot is ty'd : 

K 4 * So 



So the unhappy pair, by Hymen's pow'r 
Together join'd in fome ill-fated hour. 
The more they llriye their freedom to regain} 
The fafter binds th' indiflbluble chain. 

Let each fair maid, who fears to be diigrac'd. 
Ever be fure to tye her garter fail, 
Left the loos'd ftring, amidft the publick ball, 
A wifli'd for prize to fome proud fop Ihould fall. 
Who the rich treafure fhall triumphant (hew. 
And with warm blufhes caufe her cheeks to glow. 

But yet, (as Fortune by the felf-fame ways 
She humbles many, fome delights to raife) 
It happened once, a fair illuftrious dame 
By fuch neglefl acquired immortal fame. 
And hence the radiant Star and Garter blue 
Britannia's nobles grace, if Fame fays true : 
Hence ftill, Plantagenet, thy beauties bloom, 
Tho' long iince moulder'd in the dufky tomb. 
Still thy loft Garter is thy fov'reign's care. 
And what each royal breaft is proud to wear. , 

But let me now my lovely charge remind. 
Left they forgetful leave their fans behind ; 
Lay not, ye feir, the pretty toy afide, 
A toy at once Jifplay'd, for ufe and pride, 
A wond'rous engine, that by magick charms, 
/Cools your own bre^, and ev'ry other's warms. 
What daring bard fhall e'er attempt to tell 
The pow'rs, that in this little weapon dwell ? 
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What verie am e'er explain its various parts. 
Its num'rous ufes, motions, charms and arts ? 
Its painted folds, that oft' extended wide, 
Th' afilidled fair one's blubber'd beauties hide. 
When fecret forrows her fad bofom fill. 
If Strephon is unkind, or Shock is ill : 
Its flicks, on which her eyes dejtfted pore. 
And pointing fingers number o'er and o'er. 
When the kind virgin burns with fecret fhame, 
Dies' to confent, yet fears to own her fiame ; 
Its fhake triumphant, its vidlorious clap. 
Its angry flutter, and its wanton, tap } 

forbear, my Mufe, th' extenfive theme to fing. 
Nor trufl in fuch a flight thy tender wing ; 
Rather do you in humble lines proclaim. 
From whence this engine took its form and name. 
Say from what caufe it firfl deriv'd its birth. 
How form'd in heav'n, how thence deduc'd to earth. 

Once in Arcadia, that fam'd feat of love. 
There liv'd a nymph, the pride of all the grove, 
A lovely nymph, adom'd with ev'ry grace. 
An eafy fhape, and fweetly-blooming face, 
Fanny the damfel's name, as chafle as fair. 
Each virgin's enyy, and each fwain's defpair ; 
To charm her ear the rival fhepherds fing. 
Blow the foft flute, and wake the trembling firing, 
For her they leave their wand'ring flocks to rove, 
Whilfl Fanny's name refounds thro' ev'ry grove. 
And fpreads on ev'ry tree, inclos'd in knots of love ; 

3 As 
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As FiELDiNd^ rtcfw, her'eyts aH IftAits i rt Ha i irt?^ 
Like her in beauty, ^6 alik^ in tOittt. 

*Twas when (he 'iUmmW' fim, li6w lAotttrtfed fegh. 
With fiercer beartis had fcorch'd lite gltiWiftg flij% 
Beneath the covert tif a twdihg A^fe, 
To Ihun the heat, this lovely nymph was lay'd 5 
The fultry weathtr o*er lier chfeeks had fpread 
A blufh, that added to their native red, 
And her fair bteafts, as polifli'd marble ^Yiltd^ 
Were half concseal'd^ and half e^qws'd tb fight ; 
^OLus the mighty God, whom winds obey> 
Obferv'd the beauteous ttiaid, as thus flie ^ay. 
O'er all her dxarms he gaz'd with fond delijght, 
' And fuck'd in poifon at the dang^mus fi^ ; 
He fighs, he burns ; at laft declares his piort. 
But ftill he fighs, and ftill he wooes ih vain ; 
The cruel nymph, tegardlefs tif his moan. 
Minds not his flaWie, \ineafy wJth her OWft ; 
But ftill complailis, that he who ml'd t3ie ait 
Wou'd not command one Zephyr to tepait 
Around her face, nor gehlle breeze to play 
Thro* the dark glade, to cool the fultry day ; 
By love incited, and the hopes of joy, 
Th' ingenious God cohtfivM this pretty toy. 
With gales inceffant to relieve her flaihe ; 
And call'd it Pan, from lovely Faknv's faame. 
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C A N T o n. 

■^rO W fee prepar'a to lead the fprightJy tiance, 

A ^ The lovely nymphs, and welidrefs'd youths adtance 5 

The fpacious^room receives its jovial giieft, 

And die floor ihakes with pleafmg weight opprefsM : 

Thick rang'd on cv'ry fide, with various dyes 

The fair in glofly filks our fight furprijBe : 

So, in a garden bath*d with genial fliow'rs, 

A thoufand forts of variegated flow'rs, 

Jonquills, carnations, pinks, and tulips rife. 

And in a gay confufion charm our eyes. 

High o'er their heads, with numerous candles bright. 

Large fconces fhed their fparkling beams of light. 

Their iparkling beams, that ftill more brightly glow, 

Refledled back from gems, and eyes below : 

Unnumber'd fans to cool the crowded fair 

With breathing Zephyrs move the circling air. 

The fprightly fiddle, and the founding lyre 

Each youthful brcaft with gcn'rous warmth infpire ; 

Fraught with all joys the blifsful moments fly. 

While mufick melts the ear, and beauty charms the C}'e< 

Now let the youth, to whofe fuperior place 
It firft belongs the fplendid ball to grace, 
With humble bow^ and ready hand prepare. 
Forth from the crowd to lead his chofen fair ; 
The &ir fhall not his kind requeil deny. 
But to the pleafmg toil with equal ardour fly. 
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But day, rafh pair, not yet untaught advance^ 
Firft hear the Mufe, ere you attempt to dance: 
a By art direded o'er the foaming tide 
Secure from rocks the painted veiTels glide ; 
By art the chariot fcours the dufly plain. 
Springs at the whip, and b hears the ihrait^ning rein ; 
To art our bodies mufl obedient prove. 
If e'er we hope with graceful eafe to n^ve. 

Long was the dancing art unfix'd, and free. 
Hence loft in error, and uncertainty. 
No precepts did it mind, or rules obey. 
But ev'ry mafter taught a difF'rent way ; 
Hence ere each new-born dance was fully try'd. 
The lovely produdl ev'n in blooming dy'd. 

Thro* various hands in wild confuiion tofs'd. 
Its ileps werealter'd, and its beauties loft; 
Till c Fu ILL ET, the pride of Gallia, rofe. 
And did the dance in chara6lers compofe. 
Each lovely grace by certain marks he taught, 
And ev'ry ftep in lafting volumes wrote : 
Hence o'er the world this pleaiing art ihall fpread^ 
And every dance in ev'ry clime be read, 

a Arte citft niehque rates remoque nunjentur^ 

Arte leves currus, Ovid. 

b I ■ Nee audit currus hahe?tas. Virg.. 

^ Fuillet ivrote the Art of Dancing by charaSers in 
French y Jtnce tranjlated by Weaver * 
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By diftant mafters fhall each ftep be fe^n, 

Tho' mountains rife, and oceans roar between ; 

Hence, with her filler arts, fhall Dancing claim 

An equal right to univerfal fame. 

And Isaac's rigadoon fhall live as long, 

As Raphael's painting, or as Virgil's fbng. 

Wife Nature ever, with a prudent hand, 
Difpenfes various gifts to ev'ry land. 
To ev'ry nation frugally imparts 
A genius £t for fome peculiar arts ; 
To trade the Dutch incline, the Swiss to arms, 
Mu£ck and verfe are foft Italia's charms ; 
Britannia juftly glories to have found 
Lands unexplor'd, and fail'd the globe around : 
But none will fure prefume to rival France, 
Whether fhe forms, or executes the dance ; 
To her exalted genius 'tis we owe 
The fprightly Rigadoon and Louvre flow. 
The Boree, and Courant unpradis'd long, 
Th' immortal Minuet, and the fmooth Bretagne, 
With all thofe dances of illuftrious fame, 
i That from their native country take their name. 
With thefc let ev'ry ball be firft begun. 
Nor country-dance intrude 'till thefe are done. 

Each cautious bard, ere he attempts to fxng, 
Firft gently flutt'ring trys his tender wing, 

d French dances. 
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And if he finds tbM wkh tmeottmoft ire 
The Mufes aU kis lapCui'd (ovk inQiiiey 
At once to hear'n he {bar j in lofty odes,. 
And iings alone of heroes aa^ of gods ; 
But if he trembling fears z flight fi> hfgh» 
He then defcends (x> fofter elcgj ; 
And if in elegy he can't fbceeed,. 
In paft'ral he may tune the oaten reed : 
So fhou'd the dancer, ere ke tries to move. 
With care his flrength, lUs weight, send genius prev« ; 
Then, if he finds kind Natwe*^ gifb impart 
Endowments proper ft>r die dancing art, 
If in himfelf he feels together join'd^ 
An adive body and aBibidoufl mind. 
In nimble Rigadoons he may advance. 
Or in the Louvpe's (low m^eftick dance ; 
If thefe he fears to reach, with eafy pace 
Let him the Minuet's circling mazes trace : 
Is this too hard ? this too let him forbear. 
And to the. Country-dance confine his care, 
Wou'd you in dancing ev'ry fault avoid. 
To keep true time be your firft thoughts employed ; 
All other errors they in vain fhall mend. 
Who in this one important point offend ; 
For this, when now united hand in hand 
Eager to dart the youthful couple ftand : 
Let them awhile their nimble feet reftrain. 
And with foft taps beat time to ev'ry ftrain : 

So 



So for the race prepajr'4.two C9«efcfS:flani 
And with impati«i^]l> p4\^ijQtg& {piXffk th« £indk. 

In vain a inaibr fh^l «f»plox hi§ ^^0,^ 
Where NatiurQ OA09 has fi;^'x]| a cjngify: aif ; 
Rather let fuch^ tp cou^i^ fpQrts confiA'dy 
Purfue the flyii^g hac^ Ofi tin'riHta hjad : 
Nor yet, while.! thQ rwol 'tq^iwe (k^ft», 
A mien effemin^^ wou'd. I adyif^; 
With equal fcom I w^»'dthQ^f<:^dmde» 
Nor let him danQe-T^«<rrbui| on tl^wooMA's iide^ 

And you, fair nygi^, 9yoid wii:jke(|u^ Qiif9%. 
A ftupid dulnefs, and: a co^upt air ; 
Neither with eyes^ that ev/er Ipv^ the ground^ 
Afleep, like fpipningtops,, run roiind atuixojmd; 
Nor yet wid^. giddy Ipoks^ aiid:H»i>to* i^de>. 
Stare all aroj^, and ikip-fiPTO; fldft to fi^. 

True dauioing* like- true wife is b«ft exprefs'd 
By nature onlyto adva^ta^ dreis'd'; 
Tis not a nimble bounds or caper hig4i. 
That can pretend to pleaf^ a QuniPU^^ QyQ» 
Good judges so^fucb tumblers tricks regasdji 
Or think them boau^CuV h/^csaak th€>y Ve^ hard- 

*Tis not enough, that ev'ry ftaader-by 
No glaring errors in your fteps can fpy, 
The dance and mufigk muft fo. nicply ULeet* 
Each note fhou'd feem an echo to youf feet ; 
A namelefs grace muft in each movement dwell. 

Which words, caj} ne'er exprefs, ox precepts tell. 

Not 



Not to be taught, bat ever to be feen 
In Flavia's air, and Chloe's ezfy mien : 
*Tis. fuch an air that makes her thouiands fall, 
When Fielding dances at a birth-night ball ; 
Smooth as Gamilia fhe fkims o'er the plain. 
And flies like her thro' crowds of heroes flain^ 

Now when the Minuet oft* repeated o'er, 
(Like all terreflrial joys) can pleafe no more. 
And ev'ry nymph, refufing to expand 
Her charms, declines the circulating hand ; 
Then let the jovial country-dance begin, 
And the loud fiddles call each flraggler in : 
But ere they come, permit me to diiclofe. 
How firft," as legends tell, this paflime rofe. 

In ancient times (fuch times are now no more) 
When Albion's orown illuflrious Arthur wore. 
In fome fair-op'ning glade," each rummer's night. 
Where the pale moon difFus'd her filver light. 
On the foft carpet of a grafTy field. 
The fporting fairiee their aflembliea held : 
Some lightly trippin^'with their pygmy queen. 
In circling ringlets markM the level green. 
Some with foft notes bade mellow pipes refound. 
And mufick warble thro' tlie groves around; 
Oft' lonely fhepherds by the foreft fide, 
Belated peafants oft' their revels fpy'd. 
And home returriing, o'er the nut-brown ale, 
Their guefts diverted with the wond'rous tale. 
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inftruftcd heiice, tlirbtighout the Britlfh ifle. 

And fond to imitate the pleaiing toil. 

Round where the trembling may-pole's fix'd on high. 

And bears its flow*ry honours to the Iky, 

The ruddy maids^ ^d fun-burnt fwains refortj 

And pradUfe ev'ry night the lovely (port; 

On ev'ry £de ^olian artiib fland, 

Whofe adtive elbows fwelllng winds comHiand,- 

^e fwelling winds harmonious pipes inipire^ 

And blbw in ev'ry breaft a gen'rpus fire. 

Thus taught at firfl the country-dance began> 
And hence to cities and to courts it ran« 
Succeeding ages did in time impart 
Various improvements to the lovely art : 
From £elds and groves to palaces remov'dj 
Great ones the pleaiing exercife approvM ; 
Hence the loud fiddle, and fhrill trumpet's founds^ 
Are made companions of the dancer's bounds ; 
Hence genisi and fUks, brocades, and ribbons join^ 
To make the ball with perfedl lu&re fhine. 

So rode at firfl the tragick Mufe appear'd^ 
Her voice alonD by ruitick rabble heard. 
Where twiiling trees a cooling arbour made^ 
The pleas'd fpedlators fat beneath the ihade» 
The homely flage with ruihes green was ibew'd^ 
And in a cart the ftrolling a£lors rode : 
iTill time at length improvM the great delign. 
And hade the (cenes with painted landikips ihine ; 
Vol. m. I- Then 
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Then art did ^ the bright nachiaes dkpoic^/ 
And theatres of Parian marble xoief'- 
The;^ mimkk thunder ihook the canvas ^lj. 
And Gods defcended ^om their tow'rs on hi^«r 

With caiition now let ev'ry youth prepare 
To choofe a partner from the mingled ^r ; 
Vain wou'd be here th' inftruding Mode's voice# 
If fhe pretended to direfl his choice : 
Beauty alone by fancy is expre&M, 
And. charms in di^erent forms each difienent farea£t$ 
A fnowy Qda this amorous youth admires^ 
Whilfl nut-brown cheeks another*s bofom.&vs. 
Small waifts and ilender limbs ibme hearts infnare. 
While others lovje the more fnbilantial fiur. 

But let not outward charms your judgments fway^ 
Your reafon rather than your eyes obey» 
And in the dance, i^ in the manrlage nooie^ 
Rather for merit, than for beauty, chop/e : 
Be her your choice, who knows with perfefl ikiU 
When fhe fhou'd move, and when fhe ihou'd be fiilV 
Who uninftrufted can perform her ihare. 
And kindly half the pleafmg burdien bear. 
Unhappy is that hopelefs wretch's fete. 
Who fetter'd in the matrimonial ftate 
With a poor, iimpk, unexpericnc'd wife. 
Is forc'd to lead the tedious dance of life ; 
And fuch is hh, with fuch a partner join'd^ 
A moviftg papp^, but without a mind : 

.St 
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Still mail his Hand be pointing out the wxfi 
Yet ne'er can teach ib faft» as ihe can ftray» 
Beneath her follies he mnfl: ever groan» 
And ever bhifh for errors not his own. 

But now behold anited hand in hand» 
Ranged on each fide, the well-pair'd coa|>les ftandi 
Each youthful bofom beating with delight> 
Waits the brifk fignal for the pleafihg fight ; 
While lovely. eyes, that flaih unufual raysj 
And ihowy bubbies puU'd above the flays. 
Quick bufy hands, and bridling heads declare. 
The fond impatience of the flardng fair. 
And fee, the fprightly dance is now begun ! 
Now here, now there the giddy maze they run. 
Now with flow fleps they pace the circling ring. 
Now all confus'd, too fwift for fight they fpring : 
So, in a wheel with rapid fury tofs'd. 

The undifb'nguifh'd fpokes are in the motion lofl. 

... . < •» 

The dancer here no more requires a guide. 
To no flrift fteps his nimble feet are ty'd. 
The Mufe's precepts here wou'd ufelefs be. 
Where all is fancy'd, unconfin'd, and free ; 
Let him but to the mufick's voice attend. 
By this infbudled, he can ne'er offend ; 
If to his fhare it ^s the dance to lead, * 
In well-known paths he may be fixre to tread ; 
If others lead, let him their motions view. 
And in their fleps the winding maze purfue. 

h Z hi 
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In ev*iy Country-dance a fcrioos mind, 
Turn'd for refledtion, can a moral fiady 
In Hnnt-the-Squirrel thas the nymph we view. 
Seeks when we fly, but flies when we purfue : 
Thus in Round-dances, where our partners change. 
And unconfin'd from fair to fair we range. 
As foon as one firom his own confort flies. 
Another feizes on the lovely prize : 
Awhile the fev'rite youth enjoys her charms. 
Till the next comer fleals her from his arms. 
New ones fucceed, the lafl is flill her care ; 
How true an emblem of di' inconflant fair ! 

Where can philofbphers, and (ages wife. 

Who read the curious volumes of the fides, 

A model more exafl than dancing name. 

Of the creation's univerfal frame ? 

Where worlds unnuijiber'd o'er th' stherial way. 

In a bright regular confufion fb-ay ; 

Now here, now there they whirl along the fky. 

Now near approach, and now far diflant fly. 

Now meet in the fame order they begun. 

And then the great celeflial dance is done. 

Where can the mor'lift find a juflcr plan 

Of the vain labours, and the life of man 7 

Awhile thro' juftling crowds we toil, and fweat. 

And eagerly purfue We know not what. 

Then when our trifling fhort-liv'd race is run. 

Quite tir'd fit down, juft where we firfl begun. 
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Tho* to your anns kind fate's indulgent care 
Has giv*n k partner exquifitely fair. 
Let not her charms fo much engage your heart. 
That you negleft the fldlful dancer's part ; 
Be not, when you the tuneful notes fhould hear. 
Still whifp'ring idle prattle in her ear ; 
When you fliou'd be emplo/d, be not at play. 
Nor far your joys all others fteps delay : 
But when the finifli'd dance you once have done. 

And with applaufe thro' ev'ry couple run, 
There reft awhile : there {hatch the fleeting blifs. 

The tcndef whifpw, and the ibalmy kifs ; 
Each fecret wifli, each fbfter hope confefs. 
And her moifl palm with eager fingers prefs ; 
With (miles the fair ihall hear your warm defires. 
When mufick Qelts her foul, and dancing fires. 
Thus mix'd with love, the pleafing toil purfue. 

Till the unwelcome mom appears in view ; 
Then, when approaching day its beams difplays. 

And the dull candles fhine with fainter rays. 
Then when the fun juil rifes o'er the deep. 
And each bright eye is^ almoft fet in Heep, 
With ready -h^aidf, obfequious youths, prepare 
Safe to her ooacfe to lead each chofen fair. 
And guard her fnm the mom's inclement air : 
Let a warm hopd.^awrap her lovely head» 
And o'er her. nt^ a hfiulkerchief be fpr^gdi 
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ground her fhQulders let this ann be C9&, 
Whilft that from cold defend^ her {lender waULi 
With kifles wann her balmy lips (hall glow, 
Unchiird by nightly damps, or wintry fnow ; 
While gen'rous white- wine, mull'd with ginger waroftj 
Safely protedls her inward frame from harm. 

But ever let my lovely pupils fear 
To chill their mantling blood with cold finallrbc5C«r j 
Ah, thoughtlefs fair ! the tempting draught refufe. 
When thus fore-wam'd by my experienced Mofe.; • 
Let the fad con&qaence your thoughts em|Joy, 
Nor hazard future pain?, for prefent joy, 
DefbudUon lurks within the pois'nous do(e» 
A fatal fever, pr a pimpled nojfe. 

Thus thup' ew^h precept of the dancing act 
The Mufe ha9 play'd the kind inftru£lQr*s par^ 
Thro' ey^ry s^ze hqr pupils ihe has led. 
And pointed out the fureft p^^hs to tread '; 
No more remains ; no more the.goddefs ii(igs. 
But drops her, pinions, and iinfiirl& her wings; 
On downy beds^ ^e* weary. daaceis^liq^ 
And fleep's filk 9ord9 fie down eitfh djrwfy:^ ; . - . 
pelightfulrd*^ai9^ th^lir plfs^g ffiCflftis r^ftwr^ (f :/■ i i 
^d ev'n in fleep they feem ta dance onc^norr^.I (• 

And now the work compleady AmQi'd lies. 
Which the devouring teotk of tiqie defies ; . 
WhilH birds ^ ait^otitk&i UrdaMs ^&4sid,' >- w\- -' 
Or damfels fret with aged partners join'd ; 

r'. ■ . •*. . , ■* 
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As long as nymphs ihaU widi attendve ear 

A fiddle rather than a fermon hear ; 

So long the brighteft eyes dull oft pemfe 

The ufefi:^ lines of my iaftrudbive Mufe ;. 

Each belle fhall^ weai< tiiem Wit>te upon her fan» 

And each bright beaa- ikadl read them^-— if hs can. 

T H E M O D E R N 

FINE QENTLEMANi 

Written in the Year 1746. By the Same. 

^udk partentum neque miitarfs 
Paunia in lati's alit efcuktis^ /. 

Nee ytdfa'teflus generate. kpHum ^ .. ■ 

ArUa nutrix* 

JUSThioke^tunifchfial, per^* impudent^ andx;aw; 
Expert in Latins mofieeiq^ in tawy • r ; 

His honour poftsr^er Italt and FaArNCEi , 
Meafures St. .Bki^itt's dome,, and lfarBstO:4saqek , , 
T^nce ha3dii|;r(|iikk tlm)^ vanoais conmHea flownv 
GrtanM all theii' fMUes> and expos'dhisown, 
H^back retaitUsla'^i3^Kyftraii^'Blx)?eiv ^ 
As never ages paff produced before : 

^\ L 4 A monfter 



[ t68 ] . 

A monfler of fuch complicated wort!i« 
As no one fingle clime coiild e'er bring forth : 
Half atheift, papift, gameftcr, babble^ rook, 
Half£dler» coachman, dancer, groom, and cook. 

Next, becaufe bus'neis how is all the vogue. 
And who'd be quite polite mufl be a rogue^ 
In parliament he purchafes a feat. 

To make th' ^ccomplifh'd Gentleman compleat. 
There (afe in felf-fufficient impudence. 
Without experience, hpnefty, o^ fenfp. 
Unknowing in her int'reft, trade, or laws. 

He vainly undertkkes his country's caufc': 
Forth from his lips, prepared at all to rail. 

Torrents of nonf0n% burft { like bottled ale, 
Tho' fhallow, muddy ; brifk, tho' mighty dull ; . 

Fierce without ftrength ^ . p'erflowing, tho' no^ fiiU, 

Now quite a Frenchman px his garb and air, . 
His neck yok'd down witji bag and folijtaire^, > 
The liberty of Britain he fupports,, 
And florms at place-men, minifters, and courts ; 
Now iffcrop'd greafy hair, and leather breeches^ 
He loudly bellowstout hiis patriot ipeeches ; ^ : ^ 
King, lords, and cdmmdi^ venturesfto abuft, : ; 
. Yet dares fo ftew tho^ ehrs, he ought' to kife. .* 

From hence to Wbtite's our virtiious Cato fliei^- 
There fits with countenance eredl, and wife, ; 
And talks of games of whift, ^uid pigrttil fk»r . 

" ; J : c / . . . i 
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Plays all the night, nor doubts each law to break, 
Himfelf unknowingly has help'd to make ; 
Trembling and anxious, flakes his utmoil groat. 
Peeps o'er his cards, and looks as if he thought : 
Next morn difowns the lofTes of the night, 
Becaufe the fool would fain be thought a bite. 

Devoted thus to' politicks, and cards. 
Nor mirth, nor wine, nor women he regards. 
So far is ev'ry virtue from his heart. 
That not a gen'rous vice can claim a part ; 
Nay, left one human pafiion e'er fhould move 
His foul to friendihip, tendemefs, or love. 

To FiGG and Broughton he commits his breaft. 
To fleel it. to the fafliionable teft. 

Thus poor in wealth, he labours to no end» 
Wretched alone, in crowds without a friend ; 
Infeniible to all that's good, or kind. 
Deaf to all merit, to all beauty blind ; 
For love too-bufy, and for wit too grave, 
A hardened* (bber, proud, luxurious knave, , 
By little adions fbiving to be great. 
And proud to be, and to be thought a cheat. 

And yet in this fo bad is his futcefs. 
That as his fame improries, hisirehts grow lefs ; 
On parchment wings his acres take their flight. 
And his unpeopled groves admit the light ; 
With his eflate his intereft too i» done, 
Hi8*hoaeft borough feeks a warmer fun. 
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For him, now cafli and liquor flows no mo«u 

His independent voters ccafe to roar : 

And Britain fbon moft want the great defence 

Of all his honefiy, and eloquence. 

But that the gen'rous youth more anxious grown 

For publick liberty, than for his own. 

Marries fome jointur'd antiquated crone : 

And boldly, when his cou|itry is at flake. 

Braves the deep yawning gttlph, tike Cur tius, for its fake 

Quickly again diftreis'd for want of coin. 
He digs no longer in th* exauAed mine. 
But feeks preferment, as the kft refort. 
Cringes each morn at lev^, bows at court. 
And, from the hand he hates, implores fupport : 
The minifter,, welt pleas'd at finaJH expence 
To filence fo muck mde impertineiace. 
With {queeze and whij^er yields to* kis demands^ 
And on the venal liH enrdl'd ke ftao^s; 
A ribband and a pen£on buy the flare. 
This bribes theibol about hinu tliot the knave. 
And now arriv'd at his meridian glory. 
He finks apace,. defpis?d by Whig and Tory 5 ' 
Of independence now ke talks noi mpfe, . . 
Nor fliakes the Senate widi'kbi patriot roar»^: 
But filent voles, and with court trappiii|;s kungit . 
Eyes his own gUtt'rijig flar, and koldf kis tongur^. 
In craft political a bankrupt made, . 
He flicks to gaming»i'ds4hd^&«e]^tf!8de; 
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♦Turns downright fharpcr, lives hy fucking Uooj, 
And grows, in fhort, the very thing he wou'd : 
Hunts out young heirs, who have their fortunjes Cpenl^ 
And lends them ready cafh at cent per cent. 
Lays wagers on his own, and others lives. 
Fights uncles, fathers,, grandmothers and wives. 
Till death at length, indignant to be made 
The dally fubjedl of his fport and trade. 
Veils with his fable hai^d the wretch's eye&. 
And, groaning for thp betts he loies by't, i^e dio?.. 

T HE. MOP E R N - 

FINE LA D y. 



Intent atA nites. Hfl^. - [ 
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SKILL'IX ini?{(ch«ft^ttitt6can^donLthflf»r;y 
The fpriiely dance^ the ibftllalian: air, - . 

The tofs of qual^,, and higirbjiedficor,^ 

Now lady Hajrrip^ 2?9fjll'^ih9i^iaft^en^ ye»n 

^ing'd with diverfigiif ijyj he» mo««itaiSowr^ . 

Tbch, asitpafs;4A.]pi^4ittiBg!fQt^^^ i . 

Breakfalb 



I 



[ 172 ] 

Breakfafb, and aufbions wear the morn away. 
Each evening gives an opera, or a play ; 
Then Brag^s eternal joys all night remain. 
And kindly ulher in the mom again. 

For love no time has (he, or inclination. 
Yet moA coquet it for the fake of fafhion ; 
For this fhe liftens to each fop that*s near, 
Th' embroider'd colonel flatters with a fneer. 
And the cropt eniign nuzzles in her ear. 
But with mod warmth her drefs and airs infpire 
Th* ambitious bofom of the landed 'fquire. 

Who fain would quit plump Dolly's fofter charms. 
For withered lean right honourable armsr ; 

He bows with reverence at her facred fhrine. 
And tr<sats her as if fprung from race divine. 
Which fhe returns with iniblence and fcom. 
Nor deigns to fmik on a plebeian ^m. * 

Ere long' by friends, by cards, and lovers crofs'd. 
Her fortune, health, and reputation lofl ; 
Her money gone, yet not a tradefman paid. 
Her fame, yet fhe Aill damn'd to be a maid. 
Her fpirits fink, her nerves are (b unflrung. 
She weeps, i£but a handfotaie thief is hung : ' - 

By mercers, lacemen, maiitilahmakers prefsM,' ' 
But mofl for ready cafh for |^y difbefsM, 
Where can fhe turn ? — the Yquirc muft all repaii^ 
She condefcends to liftcn to hifr prayV,: - ' ^ - ' 
And marries him at leicgth iif ttterc delpair, 

* But 
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But ibon th' endearments of a hufband doy; 
Her foul, her frame incapable of joy : 
She feels no tranfports in the bridal bed. 
Of which fo oft ih' has heard, fo ninch has read i 
Then vex'd, that ihe fhould be condemned alonfei 
To feek in vain this philofophick ftoney 
To abler tutors fhe refolves t' apply, 
A proftitute from curiofity : 

Hence men of ev'ry fort, and ev'ry fize. 
Impatient for heav'n's cordial drop, ihs tries ; 
. The ftibbling beau, the rough unwieldy down, 
The ruddy templar newly on the town, 
Th' Hibernian captain of gigantick make. 
The brimfiil parfon, and th' exhaufted rake. 

But ftill malignant Fate her wilh denies. 
Cards yield fuperior joys, to cards fhe flies ; 
All night from r^ut to rout her chairmen run. 
Again fhe plays, and is again undone. 

Behold her now in Ruin's frightful jaws ! 
Bonds, judgments, executions ope their paws ; 
Seize jewels, furniture, and plate, nor fpare 
The gilded chariot, or the toiTel'd chair. 
For lonely feat fhe's forc'd to quit the town. 
And Tu66s conveys the wretched exile down. 

Now rumbling o'er the flones of Tyburn-road, 
Ne'er prefs'd with a more griev'd or guilty load. 
She bids adieu to all the well-known ilreets. 
And envies ev'ry dnder-wench ihe meets : 
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And now the dreaded coantry firft appears; 
With fighs unfeign'd the dying noife ihe heari 
Of difbint coaches fainter by degrees. 
Then ftlits^ and trembles at the fight of trees; 
Silent and (aliens like fome captive queen» 
She's drawn along; unwilling to be feen; 
Until at length appears the ruin*d hali 
Within the grafs-green nioat, and ivy'd wady 
The doleful prifon where for ever Ihe, 
But not, alas ! her griefs, niuft biiry'd be. 

Her coach the curate and the tradefmen meet^ 
Great-coated tenants her arrival greet. 
And boys withftubble bonfires light the ftreet. 
While bells her ears with tongues diiicordailt grate^ 
Types of the nuptial tyes they celebrate : 
But no rejoydngs can unbend her brow. 
Nor deigns (he to return one aukward bow. 
But bounces in difdaining once to fpeak. 
And wipes the trickling tear from off her cheek: 

Now fee her in the fad decline of life, 
A peevifh miftrefs, and a fulky wife ; 
Her nerves unbrac'd, her. faded cheek grown pale 
With many a real, many a fancy'd ail ; 
Of cards, admirers, equipage bereft^ 
tier infolence, and title only left; 
Severely humbled to her one-horfe cbair^ 
And the low paftimes of a country fair : 
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Too wretched to endure one loliely day, 

Too proud one friendly vifit to repay, 

-Too indolent to read, too criminal to pray. 

At length half dead, half mad, and quite confin'd. 

Shunning, and {hunn'd by all of human kind^ 

Ev'n robb*d of the laft comfort of her life, 

Infulting the poor curate's callous wife. 

Pride, difappointed pride, now flops her breath. 

And with true fcorpion rage fhe flings herfelf to death. 
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ESSAY on V I R T U E. 

To the Honourable PHILIP YORKE, Efq; 

By the Same. 

i 

Atiiue iff a utilitas jufti prope mater et a qui. Hor, 

THOU, whom nor honotH's,weal^, iior youth can fpoit 
With Ae lead vice of each luxuriant foij^ 
Say, YoRKE, (for fure, if any, di<KicaQfl>tieU} 
What Virtue is, who pra6Uie it fo wcH % 
Say, ^yhere inhabits this Sultana qu^dn ; 
Prais'd and ador'd by all, but raaly fecn : 
By what fure marks her eflcnce can wie trace. 
When each religion, &6tio&» age, and place 

Set 
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Sets up fome fanc/d idol of its owfl; 
A vdii pretender to her facred throne f 
In man, too oft a well-diflenibled part, 
A felf- denying pride in woman's heart. 
In fynods faith, a^d in the Eclds of fame 
Valour ufurps her honours, and her name; 
Whoe'er their fenfe of virtue wou'd exprefc, 
'Tis ftill by fomething they themfelves pofTefs. 
Hente youth good-huniour, frugal craft old-age/ 
Warm politicians term it party-rage, 

'I'rue churchmen zeal right orthodox ; and henc^' 
Fools thinks it gravity, and wits pretence ; 
To conilancy alone fond lovers join it. 
And maids unafk'd to chaflity confine it« 

But havd we theii no law befides our wilt f 
No juH criterion fix'd to good and ill? 
As well at noon we may obflrufl our fight. 
Then doubt if fuch a thing exifts as light ; 
For no lefs plain wou'd nature's law appear. 
As the meridian fun unchahg'd, and clear, 
Wou'd we but fearch for what we were defign'J,f 
And for what end th' Almighty forih'd mankind,- 
A rule of life wc then ihould plainly fee. 
For to purfue that end.muft Virtue be. 

Then what is that ? liot want of pow'r, orfartie^ 
Or worlds unnumber'd to applaud liis name. 
But a defire his bleffings to diflFufe, 
And fear left million* fliou'd exiftcnce lofc; 

His 
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His goodnefs only coald his pow'r employ. 
And an eternal warmth to propagate his joy. 

Hence foul, and fenfe difFus'd thro* ev'ry place 
Make happinefs as infinite as fpace ; 
Thoufands of funs beyond each other blaze. 
Orbs roll o'er orbs, and glow with mutual rays ; 
Each is a world, where form'd with wond'rous art 
Unnumber'd fpecies live thro' every part : 
In ev'ry trail of ocean, earth, and fkies 
Myriads of creatures ftill fucceffive rife ; 
Scarce buds a leaf, or fprings the vileft weed, 
But little flocks upon its verdure feed ; 
No fruit our palate courts, or flow'r our fmell. 
But on its fragrant bofom nations dwell. 
All form'd with proper faculties to fhare 
The daily bounties of their Maker's care ; 
The great Creator from his heav'nly throne, 
Pleas'd, on the wide-expanded joy looks down. 
And his eternal law is only this. 
That all contribute to the general blifs. 

Nature fo plain this primal law difplayf. 
Each living creature fees it, and obeys ; 
Each, form'd for all, promotes thro' private care 
The publick good, and juftly taftes its fhare. 
All underfland their gre^t Creator's will. 
Strive to be happy, and in that fulfill ; 
Mankind excepted ; lord of all befide» 
But only flave to folly, vice, and pride; 

Vol. in. M 'TIs 
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'Tis he that^s deaf to this command alone. 
Delights in others woe, and courts his own ; 
Racks and deilroys with torturing fteel and flame. 
For lux'ry brutes, and man himfelf for fame : 
Sets Superftition high on Virtue's throne. 
Then thinks his Maker's temper like his own : 
Hence are his alars ftain'd with reeking gore. 
As if he could atone for crimes by more : 
Hence whilft offended heav'n he ihives in vain 
T' appeafe by fads, and voluntary pain, 
Ev'n in repenting he provokes ajgain. 

How eafy is our yoke ! how light our load ! 
Did we not ftrive to mend the laws of God : 
For his own fake no duty he can a(k. 
The common welfare is our only taflc ; 
For this fole end his precepts, kind as juft. 
Forbid intemp'rance, murder, theft, and lufl. 
With ev'ry aft injurious to our own 
Or others good, for fuch are crimes alone : 
For this are peace, love, charity, enjoin'd. 
With all that can fecure and blefs mankind. 
Thus is the publick fafety Virtue's caufe. 
And happinefe the end of all her laws ; 
For fuch by nature is the human frame. 
Our duty and our int'reft are the fame. 

But hold, crys out fome Puritan divine, 
Whofe well-ftufPd cheeks with eafe and plenty ihine. 
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Is this to faft, to mortify, refrain. 

And work falvation out with fear and pain f 

We own, the rigid leflbns of their fchools 

Are widely diiPrent from thefe eafy rules 5 

Virtue, with them, is only to abftain 

From all that nature aiks, and covet pain ; 

Pleafore and vice are ever near a-kin. 

And, if we thirft, cold water is a fin : 

Heav'n's path is rough and intricate, they (ay. 

Yet all are damn'd that trip, or mifs their way j 

God is a being cruel and fevere. 

And man a wretch, by his command plac'd here9 

In fun-lhine for awhile to take a turn. 

Only to dry and make him fit to burn. 

Miftaken men, too pioufly fevere I 
Thro' craft miflcading, or mifled by fear ; 
How little they God's counfels comprehend. 
Our univerfal parent, guardian, friend! 

Who, forming by degrees to blifs mankind. 
This globe our fportive nurfery aflign'd. 
Where for awhile his fond paternal care 
Feafb us with ev'ry joy our ftate can bear : 
Each fenfe, touch, tafle, and fmell difpenie delight, 
Mufick our hearing, beauty charms our fight ; 
Trees, herbs, and flow'rs to us their fpoils refign. 
Its pearl the rock prefents, its gold the mine ; 
Beafts, fowl, and fifh their daily tribute give 
Of^ood and cloaths, and die that we may live : 

M J Scafon^ 



Seafons but change, new pleafures to produce> 

And elements contend to ferve our ufe ; 

Love's gentle (hafts, ambition's tow'ring wings. 

The pomps of fenates, churches, courts, and kings. 

All that our rev'rence, joy, or hope create. 

Are the gay play- things of this infant flate. 

Scarcely an ill to human life belongs, 

But what our follies caufe, or mutual wrongs ; 

Or if fome ftripes from Providence we feel. 

He ftrikes with pity, and but wounds to heal ; 

Kindly perhaps foiuetimes afHids us here. 

To guide our views to a iiiblimer fphere. 

In more exalted joys to fix our taile. 

And wean us from delights that cannot laft. 

Our prefent good the eafy taik is made. 

To earn fuperior blifs, when this (hall fade ; 

For, foon as e'er thefe mortal pleafures cloy. 

His hand (liall lead us to fublinier joy ; 

Snatch us from all our little forrows here. 

Calm every grief, and dry each childifti tear ; 

Waft us to regions of eternal peace. 

Where blifs and virtue grow with like increafe ; 

Prom ftrength to ftrength our fouls for ever guide, 

l^L ro' wond'rous fcenes of being yet untry'd, 

Wrtcre in each llage we (hall more perfeft grow, 

And new periedions, new delights beftow. 

Oil 1 would niankind but make thefe truths their guide, 
Aiiu i'oice liie licim iiom prejudice and pride. 

Were 
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Were once thefe inarms fix'd, that God'** our friend. 
Virtue our good, and happinefs our end. 
How foon muft reafon o'er the world prevail. 
And error, fraud, and fuperfUtion fail ! 

None wou'd hereafter then with groundlefs fear 
Defcribe th' Almighty cruel and fevere, 
Predeftinating fome without pretence 
To hcav'n, and fome to hell for no offence ; . ^ 

Infliding endlefs pains for tranflent crimes. 
And fav'ring fe6ls or nations, men or times. 
To pleafe him, none would foolilhly forbear 
Or food, or reft, or itch in fhirts of hair^^ 
Or deem it merit to believe, or teach 
What reafon contradidls, or cannot reach ; 
None wou'd fierce zeal for piety miftake. 
Or malice for whatever tenet's fake, 
Or think falvation to one fc6l confin'd. 
And heav'n too narrow to contain mankind. 

No more then nymphs, by long negledl grown nice, 
Wou'd in one female frailty fum up vice. 
And cenfure thofe, who, nearer to the right. 
Think Virtue, is but to difpenfe delight. 

No fervile. tenets wou'd admittance find, ^ 

DcftrudUve of the rights of human-kind ; 
Of pow'r divine, hereditary right. 
And non-refiftance to a tyrant's might ; 
For fure that all fhou'd thus for one be curs'd. 
Is but great nature's edift juft revers'd. 

M 3 No 
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No moralifts then righteous to excefs, 
Wou'd fhow fair Virtue in fo black a drefs. 
That they, like boys, who fome feign'd fpright array,. 
Firft from the fpedbre fly themfelves away : 
No preachers in the terrible delight, 
, But chufe to win by reafon, not affright ; 
Not conjurers like, in fire and brimflone dwell. 
And draw each moving argument from hell. 

No more our fage interpreters of laws, 
Wou*d fatten on obfcurities, and flaws. 
But rather nobly careful of their truft. 
Strive to wipe off the long-contrafted dufl:. 
And be, like Hardwicke, guardians of the juft. 

No more applaufe wou'd on ambition wait. 
And laying wafte the world be counted great. 
But one good-natur'd aft more praifes gain. 
Than armies overthrown, and thoufands ilain ; 
No more wou'd brutal rage difturb our peace. 
But envy, hatred, war, and difcord ceafe ; 
Our own and others good each hour employ. 
And all things fmile with univerfal joy ; 
Virtue with Happinefs her confort join'd, 
Wou'd regulate and blefs each human mind. 
And man be what his Maker iirft deiign'd. 
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The FEMALE DRUM: 

Or, The Origin of Cards. A Tale. 
Addrefs'd to the Honourable Mifs Carpenter. 

TH O U, whom to counfel is to praife. 
With candor view thefe friendly lays. 
Nor, from the vice of gaming free^ 
Believe the fadre points at thee ; 
Who truth and worth betimes can'ft prize. 
Nor yet too fprightly to be wife. 
But hear this tale of ancient time. 
Nor think it vain, tho' told in rhyme. 

Elat^ with wide extended pow'r. 
Sworn rivals from the natal hour, 
Av'rice and Sloth, with hoftile art 
Contended long for woman's heart; 
She fond of wealth, afraid of toil. 
Still fhifted the capricious finile ; 
By turns, to each the heart waa fold. 
Now bought with eafe, and now with gold ; 
Scarce either grafp the fov*reign fway. 
When chance reversed the pro^'rous day.. 
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The doubtful flrife was flill rencwM, 

Each baffled oft, but ne'er fubdu'd ; 

When Av'rice (hew'd the glitt'ring prize. 

And hopes and fears began to rife, 

Sloth (hed on ev'ry bufy fcnfe 

The gentle balm of indolence. 

When Sloth had fcreen'd, witli artful night. 

The foft pavilion of delight ; 

Stern Av'rice, with reproachful frown. 

Would fcatter thorns amongft her down. 

Thus each by turns the realm controul'd. 
Which each in turn defpair'd to hold ; 
At length unable to contend. 
They join to chufe a common friend. 
To clofe in love the long debate. 
Such love, as mutual fears create ; 
A friend they chofe, a friend to both. 
Of Av'rice born, and nurs'd by Sloth ; 
An artful nymph, whofe reign began 
When Wifdom ceas'd to dwell with man ; 
In Wifdom's aweful robes array'd. 
She rules o'er politicks and trade ; 
And by the name of Cunning known. 
Makes wealth, and fame, and pow'r her own. 

In queft of Cunning then they rove 
O'er all the windings of die grove, 
Where twining boughs their Ihade unite. 
For CVMHING ever flies the light ; 

At 
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At length thro' maze perplex'd v/ith maze. 
Through tra6ls confus'd, and private ways. 
With finking hearts and weary feet. 
They gain their fav'rite's dark retreat ; 

There, watchful at the gat^, they find 
Suspicion, with her eyes behind; 
And wild Alarm, awaking, blows 
The trump that fhakes the world's repofe. 

The guells well known, (klute the guard. 
The hundred gates are foon unbarr'd ; 
Through half the gloomy cave they prefs. 
And reach the wily queen's rccefs ; 
The wily queen diflurb*d, they view, 
With fchemes to fiy, tliough none purfue ; 
And, in perpetual care to hide, 
JWhat none will ever feek, cmploy'd. 

** Great queen (they pray'd) our feuds compofe, 
** And let us never more be foes. 
" This hour ((he cries) your difcord ends, 
" Henceforth, be Sloth and Av'rice friends ; 
" Henceforth with equal pride, prepare 
" To rule at once the captive fair." 

Th' attentive pow'rs in filence heard. 
Nor utter'd what they hop'd or fear'd. 
But fearch in vain the dark decree. 
For Cunning loves obfcority ; 
Nor wou'd (he foon her laws explain. 
For Cunning ever joys to pain, 

3 * She 
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She dien before their wond'ring eyes/ 
Bids piles of painted paper rife ; 
** Search now thefe heaps, (fhe cries) here find 
** Fit emblem of your pow'r combined,'* 
The heap to Avarice firft ihe gave. 
Who foon defcry'd her darling Knave : 
And Sloth, ere Envy long cou'd fling. 
With joyful eyes beheld a King. 

** Thefe gifts (faid Cunning) bear away, 
** Sure engines of defpotick fway ; 
" Thefe charms diipenfe o'er all the ball, 
" Secure to rule where-e'er they fell. 
** The love of cards, let Sloth infufe, 
" The love bf money foon enfues; 
" The ftrong defire fhall ne'er decay, 
** Who plays to win, fhall win to play ; 
** The breaft, where Love had plann'd his reign, 
** Shall burn, unquench'd with luA of gain ; 
" And all the charms that wit can boaft, 
** In dreams of better luck be lofl." 
Thus neither innocent, nor gay. 
The ufelefs hours fhall fleet away. 
While Time o'erlooks the trivial flrife. 
And, fcoflingy fhakes the fands of life; 
*Till the wan maid, whofe early bloom 
The vigils of quadrille confume ; 
Exhaufledy by the psUigs of play. 
To Sloth and Av'Rice falls a prey. 

To 
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To Mr. FOX, written at Florence. 

In Imitation of Horace, Ode 4. Book 2. 

By the late Lord H y. 

Septimiy Gades aditure tnecum* 

THOU dearcft youth, who taught me firft to know 
What pleafures from a real fiiendihip flow. 
When neither int'reft nor defign have part. 
But all the warmth is native of the heart. 
Thou know'ft to comfort, footh, or entertain, 
Joy of my health, and cordial of my pain. 
When life feem'd ^ling on her lateft ftage. 
And fell difeafe anticipated age, 
AVhen wafting iicknefs and afHi6tive pain. 
By Efculapius* fons oppos'd in vain ; 
Forc'd me relu6tant, defperatc, to explore 
A wariiler fan, and feek a milder fhore ; 
Thy fteady love with unexampled truth, 
Forfook each gay companion of thy youth, 
Whatc'er the profp'rous or the great employs, 
Bos^nefs and Wreft, and iovc's fbfter joys. 

The 
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The v/earj' deeps of mis'ry to attend. 

To fliare diflrefs, and make a wretch thy friend. 

If o'er the mountain's fhowy height we ftray. 

Where Carthage firift explor'd the vent'rous way ; 

Or thro' the tainted air of Rome's parch'd plains. 

Where Want reiides, and Superftition reigns ; 

Chearful and unrepining, flill you bear • 

Each dangerous rigour of the various year ; 

And kindly anxious for thy friend alone, 

Lament his fufF'rings and forget thy own. 

Oh ! would kind Heav'n, thefe tedious fufTrings paft. 

Permit me Ickworth, reft, and health at laft. 

In that lov'd (hade, my youth's delightful feat. 

My early pleafure, and my late retreat. 

Where laviih Nature's fav'rite bleffings flow. 

And all the feafons all their fweets beftow : 

There might I trifle carelefly away 

The milder evening of life's clouded day. 

From bus'nefs and the world's intrufion free, • 

With books, with love, with beauty, and with thee i 

No farther want, no wi{h yet unpoflefs'd 

Cou'd e'er difturb this unambitious breaft. 

Let thofe who Fortune's fhining gifts implore. 

Who fue for glory, fplendor, wealth,., or pow'r. 

View this unaftive ftate, with fcornful eyes. 

And pleafures they can never tafte, deipiie i 

Let them ftill court that goddefs' falser joys, 

Who, while fhe grants their pray 'r, their peace dcffroys. 

I envy 
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I envy not the fbremoft of the great. 

Not Walpole's felf dire£ling Europe's fate ; * 

Still let him load Ambition's thorny fhrine. 

Fame be his portion, and contentment mine. 

But if the gods, finiftcr ftill, deny 

To live in Ickworth, let me there but die ; 

Thy hkid to clofe my eyes in death's long night. 

Thy image to attradl their lateft fight : 

Then to the grave attend thy poet's hearie. 

And love his mem'ry as you lov'd his verfe. 

To the Same. From Hampton-Court, 1731. 

By the Same. 

Bono loco res humanafunt^ quod nemo y mjt ^vitio fao^ mifer eft, 

Seneca in Epifl. 

WH I L S T in the fortunes of the gay and great. 
The glare of courts, and luxury of flate : 
All that the meaner covet and deplore, 
The pomp of wealth, and infolence of pow'r : 
Whilft in thefe various fcenes of gilded life. 
Of fraud, ambition, policy, and ftrife ; 
Where every word is dictated \yy art. 
And ev'ry face the m^fk of ev*r/ heart ; 

Whilft 
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Wkilft with fuch diiTrent objefts entertained. 
In all that's really felt, and all that's feign'd, 
I fpeculate on human joys and woes, 
l^ill from my pen the veHe fpontanepus flows ; 
To whom theie artlefs ofF'rings fhould I bring. 
To whom thefe undigefled numbers fing. 
But to a friend ?— and to what friend but you» 
Safe, juft, iincere, indulgent, kind and true ? 
Difdain not then thefe trifles to attend. 
Nor fear to blame, nor fludy to commend. 
Say, where falfe notions erring I purfue. 
And with the plaufible confound the true ; 
Correct with all the freedom that I write ; 
And guide my darken'd reafon with thy light. 

Thee partial heav'n has blefs'd, proftifely kind. 
With wit, with judgment, and a tafle refin'd. 
Thy fancy rich, and thy obfervance true. 
The lafl fUH wakeful, and the firfl ftill new. 
Rare bleffings I and to few divided known. 
But giv'n united to thyfelf alone. 
Inflru£Uon are thy words, and lively truth. 
The fchool of age, and the delight of youth. 

When men their various difcontents relate, 
And tell how wretched this our mortal ftate ;. 
That life is but diverfif/d diftrefs. 
The lot of all, and hardly more or left ; 
That kings and villagers have each their iharc, 
Thefe pinch'd with mean, and thofe with iplendid care ; 

That 
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That feeming pleafare is intiinflck woe. 
And all call'd happinefs, delufive (how ; 
Food only for the fnakes in Envy's breaft. 
Who often grudges ^hat is ne'er poilefs'd ; 
Say, for thou know'ft the follies of mankind, 
Can'ft tell how obftinate, perverfe, and blind; 
Say, are we thus opprefs'd by Nature's laws. 
Or of our miferies, ourfelves the caufe ? 
Sure oft, unjuftly, we impute to Fate 
A thoufand evils wh^ch ourfelves create ; 
Complain that life affords biit little joy. 
And yet that little foolilhly deftroy. 
We check the pleafures that too foon fubfide. 
And break the current of too weak a tide. 
Like Atalanta, golden trifles chace. 
And baulk that fwiftnefs which might win the race*; 
For life has joys adapted to each ftage, 
Love for our youth, ambition for our age. 
But wilful man inverting her decrees. 
When young would govern, and when old would plefde. 
Covets the fruity his autumn fhou'd beflow. 
Nor taftes the fragrance whilft the bloflbms blow. 
Then far-fled joys in vain he would reftore. 
His appetite unanfwer'd by his pow'r : 
Round beauty's neck he twifts his wither'd arms, 
Receiv'd with loathing to her venal charms : 
He rakes the aflies, when the fire is fpent. 
Nor gains fruition, tho' he gains confent. 

But 
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But can we fay 'tis Providence's fault, ^ 
If thus untimely all her gifts are fought. 
If fummer-crops which muft decay we keep. 
And in the winter would the harveft reap ? 

When brutes, with what they are allow'd content, 
Liften to Nature, and purfue her bent. 
And ftill their pow'r with their ambition weigh'd, 
Gain what they can, but never force a trade : 
A thoufand joys, her happy followers prove. 
Health, plenty, reft, fociety, and love. 
To us alone, in fatal ign'rance proud. 
To deviate from her di£lates 'tis allow'd : 
That boafted gift our reafon to believe. 
Or let caprice, in reafon's garb, deceive. 
To us the noble privilege is given . 
Of wife refining on the will of heav'n. 
Our (kill we truft, but lab'ring ftill to gain 
More than we can, lofe what ^^ e might obtain. 

Will the wife elephant defert the wood. 
To imitate the whale and range the flood ? 
Or will the mole her native earth fbrfake. 
In wanton madnefs to explore the lake ? 
Yet man, whom ftill ideal profit fways, 
Than thofe lefs prudent, and more blind than thefe. 
Will quit his home, and vent'rous brave the feas. 
And when his rafhnefs its defert has found. 
The fool furviving, weeps the fcfol that's drbwilM. 
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Herds range thfe fields, the feather'd kind the grove, 
fchufe, woo, carefs, and with promifcuous love. 
As tafte and nature prompt, adhere, or rove ; 

r 

They meet with pleafure, and with eafe they part. 

For beafls are only coupled by the heart. 

The body ftill accompanies the mind. 

And when this wanders, that is unconfin'd : 

The love that join'd the fated pair once fled. 

They change their haunts, their pafture, and their bed; 

No four-legg'd ideots drag, with mutual pain. 

The nat'ral cement pafs*d, an artful chain : 

Th' efFedl of paffion ceafes with the caufe, 

Clogg*d with no after- weight of forms or laws : 

To no dull rules of cuftom they iubmit. 

Like us they cool, but when they cool, they quit. 
Nor find we in the Wood, the -fea, or plain. 

One e'er eledled o'er the reft to reign. 

If any rule, 'tis force that gives the law. 

What brutes are bound in voluntary awe ? 

Do they like us a pageant idol raife, 

Swoln with falfe pride, and flatter'd by falfe praifc ? 

Do they their equal, fometimes lefe, revere ? 

At once deteft and ferve, defpifc and fear ? 

To ftrength inferior, do they bend the knee ? 

With ears and eyes of others, hear and fee ? 

Or ever veft a mortal god with pow*r 

To do thofe wrongs they afterwards deplore ? 

Vol. m. N Theft 
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*rhefe inftitutions are of man alone. 
Marriage and monarchy are both our own. 
Publick oppreffion, and domeftick ftrife. 
Are ills which we ourfelves annex'd to life, 
God never made a hufband, king, or wife. 
Boaft then, oh man ! thy profitable gain. 
To folly poliftiM, civiliz'd to pain. 

Here would I launch into the various field 
Of all the cares- our prejudices yield ; 
What multipiyd examples might be tolrf. 
Of pains they give, and joys that they withold? 
When to credulity tradition preaches. 
And ign'rance praftifes what error teaches I 

Wou'd any feathered maiden of the wood^ 
Or fcalyiemale'of the peopled flood ; 
When luflr and ;hunger calPd, its force reftft ? 
In abftinence, or chaftity perfift f 
And cry, * If heav'n's intent was underftood, 
* Thefe taftes were only giv'n to be withftood. 
Or wou'd they wifely both thefe gifts improve. 
And eat when kungry, and when am'rous love I 

Yet fuperftidon in religion's name. 
With future pmniihsient and prefent ihame. 
Can fright weak^woman fromher lover's arms^ 
Who weeps with mntual pain her ufelefs channs ; 
Whilftfhe, poor wretch! confum'd in fecret fires, 
With pow't tafeizcj foregoes what flie.defrw* 
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Till beauty fades and inclination dies. 
And the fair tree, the fruit ungather'd, dies. 

But are thefe ills, the ills which heav'n defign'd ? 
Are we unfortunate, or are we blind ? 
If in pofTeffion of our wifhes curs'd, 
Bath'd in untalled fprings we die with thirll ; 
If we make miferies, what were bleffings meant,' 
And benefits convert to punifhment ? 

When in the fpring the wife indullrious bees 
Colleft the various bloom from fragrant trees. 
Extract the liquid fweet of eVry flow'r. 
And cull the garden to enrich their flore : 
Should any pedant bee of all the hive. 
From this or that perfume, the plunderers drive,' 
And fay, that he by infpiration knows. 
The facred, tempting, interdidting rofc, 
jy heav'n's command, tho' fweeteft, ufelefs gtows : 
Think you the fool would ever be obeyM, 
And that the lye would grow into a trade ? 
Ev'n Turks would anfwer, no — and yet, we fee 
The vine,' that rofe, and Mahomet, that bee. 
To thefe,' how many proofs I yet could add. 
That man's' fuperior fenfe is being mad ? 
That none, refining,' their true int'reft view,* 
But for the fubflknce,' ftill the (hade purfue* 
That oft perverfe, and proiligal of life, 
(Our pow'r and will at ererlaftiftg ftrife) 

I* i We 



[ 196 ] 

We walle the prefent for the future hour. 
And mifer-like, by hoarding, flill are poor. 
Or foolifhly regretful of the paft. 
The good which yet remains negledl to tafte. 

Nor need I any foreign proof to bring, 
Myfelf an inftance of the truths I fing. 
Whilft in a court, repugnant to my tafte. 
From my lov'd friend thefe precious hours I wafte^ 
Why do I vainly here thy abfence mourn. 
And not anticipate thy wilh'd return ? 
W-hy flay my paflage to thofe happy fields. 
Where fate in thee my ev^ry pleafure yields ? 
Fortune allows the bleffings I refufe. 
And ev'n this moment, were my heart to chufe. 
For ihee I fhould forfake this joylefs crowd. 
And not on paper think, but think aloud : 
With thy lov'd converfe fill the fhorten'd day. 
And glad my foul— Yet here unpleas'd I i!ay. 
And by mean, ^ fanguine views of int*refl fvvay'd* 
By airy hopes, to real cares bctray'd ; 
I'ament a grievance which I might redrefs^ 
And wilh that happinefs I might poflefs^ 
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The POET'S PRAYER. 

IF e'er in thy fight I found -favour, Apollo, 
Defend me from all the difafters which follow : 
From the knaves and the fools, arid the fops of the time, • 
From the drudges in profe, and the triflers in rhyme : 
Froni the patch-work and toils of the royal fack-bibber, 
Thofe dead birth-day odes, and the farces of Gibber : 
From fervile attendance on men in high places. 
Their worftips, and honours, and lordfhips, and graces : 
From long dedications to patrons unworthy, 
Who hear and receive, but will do nothing for thee ; 
From being carefs'd to be left in the lurch. 
The tool of a party, in ftate or in church : 
From dull thinking blockheads, as fober as Turks, 

And petulant bards who repeat their own works : 
From all the gay things of a drawing-room fhow. 
The fight of a Belle aijd the fmell of a Beau : 
From bufy back-biters, and tatlers and carpers. 
And fcurvy acquaintance of fidlers and (harpers ; 
From old politicians, and coffee-houfe leAi^res, 
The dreams of a chymift, and fchemes of prpj^^lors : 
From the fears of a jail, and the hopes of a penfion. 
The tricks of a gameiler, and oaths of an enfign : 

N 3 From 



From (hallow free-thinkers in taverns difputing. 

Nor ever confuted, nor ever confuting : 

From the conftant good fare of another man's board> 

My lady's broad hints, and the jells of my lord : 

Froin hearing old chymills preledling de oleo^ 

And reading of Dutch commentators in folio : 

From waiting, like Gay, whole years at White-hall : 

From the piride of gay wits, and the envy of fmall : 

From very -fine ladies with very fine incomes. 

Which they finely lay out on fine toys and fine trinculns : 

From the pranks of ridottoes and court-mafquerades. 

The fnares of young jilts, and the fpi^e of old maids : 

From a fancy dull ftage, and fubmittiftg to fhare 

In an empty third night with a beggarly play'r : 

From Curl and fuch Printers as wou'd ha' me curs'd 

To write fecond parts, let wjio will write the Mt : 

From all pious J)atriots, who would to their beft. 

Put on a new tax, and take off an old teft : 

From the faith of informers, the ifangs of the law. 

And the great rogues, who keep all the lefler in a^c : 

From a poor country cure, that living interment^ 

With a wife and no profpcft of any preJEerment : 

From fcribblii^ ibr hire, when my credit is funk. 

To buy no new coai, and to line an old tnmk : 

From 'fquires, who divert Us with jokes at their tablet 

Of hounds in their kennels, and nags in their ihtbtes : 

From the nobles and commons, who bound in (bnA Teagtie are 

To fubfcdbe for no bdok, yet (vblht^ ti> Hti(kggcfr : 

From 
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From the cant of fanaticks, the jargon of fchool^. 
The cenfures of wifemen, and praifes of fools : 
From criticks who never read Latin or Greek, 
And pedants, who boaft they read both all the weefe: 
From borrowing wit, to repay it like Budgel, 
Or lending, like Pope, to be paid by a cudgel: 
If ever thou didft, or wilt ever befriend me. 
From thefe, and fuch evils, Apollo, defend mCf 
And let me be rather but honeft with no-wit. 
Than a noify nonfeniical half-witted poet. 

An EPISTLE to a Lady. 

WH E N the heart akes with anguifh, pines with grief. 
And heav*n and you alike deny relief; 
When ev'n the flatt'rer Hope is no where found, 
'Tis hard to feel the fmart. and not lament the wound. 
Permit me then to ilgh one laft adieu^ 
Nor fcorn a forrow friendihip owes to you : 
A friendihip, modefty might well return ; 
A forrow, cruelty itfelf might mourn. 
Think how the mifer, pierc'd with inward pain^ 
Looks down with horror on the troubled main. 
Or wildly roams along the rocky coaft, 
T* explore his treafurcs h the tempefl: loft; 

N 4 Hates 
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Hates his own fafety, chides the waves that roU'd 
Himfelf alhore, but funk his dearer gold. 
Like him afflifted, penfive, and forlorn, 
I look on life and all its pomp with fcorn. 
You was the fweetncr of each bufy fcene ; 
You gave the joy without, the pain within. 
Pleafure and you were both fo near ally*d. 
That when I loft the one, the other d/d; 
Pain too has lavifh'd all her killing ilore ; 
Nor can Ihe add, nor I can fufFer more. 
In vain I view'd you with as chafte a fire, 

« « » - t ■ • » • 

As angels mingle, or as faints admire ; 
By reafon prompted, paffion had no part, 
A vi^uous ardour that refin'd the heart. 
In vain I fought a friendfhip free from fault. 
Where fex and beauty were alike forgot: 
A friendfhip by the nobleft union joined. 
The female foftnefs, and the manly mind. 
Courage to conquer evils, or endure ; 
Sweetnefs to footh the pain, and fmiles to cure^ 
Scandal, a bufy fiend, in Truth's difguife. 
Like Fame all cover'd o'er with ears and eyes. 
Learns the fond tale, and (preads it as Ihe flies. 
Nor fpreads alone, but alters, adds, defames, 
AiFeds to pity, tho' her duty blames. 
Feigns not to credit all Ihe fees or hears. 
Bat hopes the evil only in her fears. 



I 
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Pretends to weigh the faft in even fcale. 

And vvifh, at leaft, that juftice may prevail. 

Infinuates, diiTembleS, lyes, betrays. 

Plays the whole hypocrite fuch various ways, 

That Innocence itfelf muft fuiFer wrong. 

And Honour bleed the prey of Slander's tongue. 

Such is my fate, fo grievous my diHrefs, 
Condemned to fuiFer, but deny'd redrcfs : 
Too fond of joy, too fenfible of pain. 
To part with all that's dear, and not complain : 
Too delicate to injure what I love. 
To a(k the pity fame will ne'er approve. 
What more remains, then, but to drop my claim, 
And by my conSuft juftify my flame ? 

Burft the dear bands that to my heart-ftrings join. 
And facrifice my peace to purchafe thine ? 
As the fond mother, who delirious eyes 
Her dying babe, will fcarce believe it dies : 
But drains it flill with tranfport in her arms. 
Dwells on its lips aiid numbers o*er its charms ; 
Pleads that it flumbers, and expedb, in vain. 
To fee the little cherub live again : 
So my torn heart muft all the (brrows prove 
That torture conftancy, or fadden love : 
Yet fondly follow your d^ar image ftill. 
Fancy I hear you fpeak, I fee you (mile : 
Doat on a phantom, idolize the name. 
And wiih the ihade and fubftance were the £ime. 
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Alas ! how fruitlefs is the idk pray'r ! 
The joy's imagined, real the defpair. 
Like Adam forc*d his Eden to forego, ^ 

I lofe my only paradife below, > 

And dread the profpedl of facceeding woe. 3 

GENIUS, VIRTUE, and REPUTATION, 

A FABLE, 

From Mon£ De la Motte, Book 5. Fable 6. 

AS Genius, Virtue, Reputation, 
Three worthy friends, o'er all the nation 
Agreed to roam ; then pafs the feas^ 
And vifit Italy and Greece : 
By travel to improve their parts. 
And learn the languages and arts ; 
Not like our modern fops and beaus, 
T* improve the pattern of their doaths : 

Thus Genius faid; — " Companions dear. 

To what I fpcak, incline an ear. 

Some chance, perhaps^ may us divide; 

Let us againft the worft provide, 
** And give fomc fign, by which to fincT 
i* A friend tkus loft> or kft behind. 
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V For me, if cruel fate Ihould ever 
Me and my dear companions fever. 
Go, feek me 'midft the walls of Rome, 
At Angelo's or Raphael's tomb ; 
Or elfe at Virgil's facred fhrine. 
Lamenting with the mournful Nine.** 
Next Virtue, pauiing ; — (for Ihe knew 

The places were but very few. 

Where fhe could fairly hope to flay 

Till her companions came that way ;) 
Pafs by (fhe cry'd) the court, the ball. 
The mafquerade and carnival, 
Where all in falfe difguife appear, . 
But Vice, whofe face is ever bare ; 

" 'Tis ten to one, I am not there. 

" C-ffiiLiA, the loveliefl maid on earth ! 

" I've been her friend, e'er fince her birth ; 
Perfe6lion in her perfon charms. 
And Virtue all her bofom warms ; 
A matchlefs pattern for the fair : 

" Her dwelling feek, you'll find me there.*' 
Cry'd Reputation; " I, like you, 

** Had once a foft companion too ; 

*' As fair her perfon, and her fame, 

" And CoQUETTissA was her name. 

*' Ten thoufand lovers fwell'd her train ; 
Ten thoufand lovers figh'd in vain : 
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*' Where-e'er fhe went, the danglers came j 

** Yet flill I was her favourite flame. 
Till once,— ('twas at the publick fhow) 
The play being done, we rofe to go ; 
A thing, who long had ey'd the fair, 

** His neck ftiiF yok'd in fblitaire. 

With clean white gloves, firfl made approach. 
Then begg'd to lead her to her coach : 
She fmil'd, and gave her lilly hand ; 
Away they trip it to the Strand : 
A hackney-coach received the pair. 

They went to but, I won't tell where. 

Then loft Ihe Reputation quite. 
Friends take example from that night, 

** And never leave me from your fight. 

*• For oh ! if cruel fate intends 

*' Ever to part me from my friends, 

" Think th^ I'm dead ; my death deplore, 
But never hope to fee me more ! 
In vain you'll fearch the world around ; 
Loft Reputation's never to be found* 
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MARRIAGE A-L A-M ODE: 

OR THE 

TWO SPARROWS. A Fable. 

From Monf. De le Motte, Book 4. Fable 21. 

AG rove there was, by nature made. 
Of trees that form'd a pleafing (hade ; 
Where warbled, ever free from care. 
The wing'd muiicians of the air. 
Here tun'd the Nightingale her throat; 
The Thrufli there thrill'd her piercing note J 
The Finch, Lark, Linnet, all agree 
To join the fylv^n harmony. 

Two amorous Sparrows chofe this place ; 
The fofteft of the feather'd race : 
The Mars and Venus of the grove ; 
Lefe fam'd for Zinging, than for love. 
The fongfters warbled fwcet ; while tliey 
As fweetly billed their time away. 
So clofely feated were the two, 
Together you wou'd think diey grew : 
The twig was tender where they fate, 
AM bent beneath their little weight ; 

fiat 
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But fcarcely in their lives was known 

To bear the one, when one was flown/ 

When hunger call'd, they left the wood/ 

Together fought the field for food ; 

When thirfty, in the fhallow rills 

Together dip'd their little bills. 

When Phoebus fitting in the weft. 

And thick'ning (hades invite to reft. 

They homeward bent their mutual flight : 

Thus pafs'd their day, thus pafs*d their night; 

*rhe caftle, where thefe lovers lay. 

Was in a hollow oak, they fay : 

There, fide by fide, all night ihey kept. 

Together walk'd, together flept : 

And mixing amorous difport. 

They made their winter-evening fliort. 

Tho' free, *twas left to cither's mind. 

To chufe a mate from all their kind. 

She only lov*d the loving he ; 

He only lov*d the lovely ihe. 

Pure Joy, poor mortals (eldom find ; 
Her footman. Sorrow, waits behind : 
And Fate impartial deals to all 
The hone/d potion mix'd with gall. 
This pair, on an unhappy day. 
Too far together chanc'd to ftray : 
Benighted, and with fiaares befet. 
Our Mars and Vekus in a net/ 

Alas! 
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Alas! were caught. — O change of Hate f 
A little cage is now their fete. 
No more they feek the (pacious grove : 
No more they burn with mutual love : 
Their paffion changes with their life ; 
And foon they fall from love to flrifc. 
Their little fouls with growing rage 
High fwell ; they flutter round the cage : 
Forget the flender twig, where late 
Clofe fide by fide in love they fate ; 
One perch is now too fmall to hold 
The fiery mate and chirping fcold : 
They peck each other o'er their food ; . 
And thirfl to drink each other's blood/ 
Two cages mufl the pair divide ; 
Or death the quarrel will decide. 
A pi6lure this of human life ! 
The modem hufband, and the wife. 
Who e'er in courtfhip faw a pair. 
So kind as he, as fhe fo fair ? 
The kifTes that they gave each other. 
You'd think had feal'd their lips together. 
Each vows to .each a mjutual flame ; 
Aad dreams, 'twill always lafl the fame ^ 
But fix them once in Hymen's chains. 
And each alternately, complains. 
The honey-mootLis fierce dedia'd. 
But all the honey, ofjt]^ mind 
Is gone ; and leaves the fling behind. 
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The fcene of love is vanifti'd quite : 

They pout, grow peevifh, fcold, and fight; 

Two taWes feed each parted gueft ; 

Two beds receive tlie pair to reft : 

And law alone can end the ftrife. 

With feparate-maintenance for life. 

An INSCRIPTION. 

^ercus loquitur, 
O Y E! 

WH O by retirenflent to thefe facred groves 
Impregnate fancy, and on thought divine 
Build harmony — ^If fudden glow your breaft 
With infpiration, and the rapt'rous fong . 
Burfts from a mind unconfdous whence it fprang :' 
—Know that the Mers- of thefe hdlow'd haunts,* 
Dryad or Hamadryad, tho* no more 
From Jove to man prophetick truths they iing ; 
Are ftill attendant on the lonely bard,- 
Who ftep by ftep thefe filent woods among 
Wanders contemplative, lifting the foul 
From lower cares, by every whifp'ring breeze 
Tun'd to poetick mood; and fill the mind 
With truths oracular, themfelves of old 
Deign'd utter from the Dodonean Ihrine^ 
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ODE to WISDOM. 

By a L A D Y. 

THE folitary bird of night 
Thro' the thick ihades now wings his flighty 
And quits his time-fhook tow*r; 
Where, fhelter'd from the blaze of day. 
In philofophick gloom he lay. 
Beneath his ivy bow*r. 

With joy I hear the folemn found. 
Which midnight echoes waft around. 

And iighing gales repeat. 
Fav*rite of Pallas I I attend. 
And faithful to thy fununons, bend 

At Wisdom's aweful feat. 

She loves the cool, the iilent eve. 
Where no falfe (hews of life deceive. 

Beneath the lunar ray. 
Here Folly drops each vain diiguife. 
Nor fport her gaily-colour'd dyes. 

As in the beam of day. 
Vol. ni. O O Pallas! 



[ 210 ] 

O Pallas ! queen of ev'xy art, 
Tkat gjladiB ike t&itk, and mends theinarti^ 
Bieft ibttfce of piifier je^ri : 

In every form of beauty bright. 
That captivates the mexUal fight 
With pleafure and furprize : 

At thy unfpotted fhrine I bow; 
Attend thy modeA fuppliant's vo^, 

:That breathes no wild defires i 
But taught by thy unerring rules. 
To fhuB the frxatisfk wiih of fbok,. 

To nobler views a^ires. 

Not Fortune's gem, Ambition's plume^ 
Nor Cytherba'S fading bloom. 

Be obje6te of my pray> : 
Let Av'rice, VAN*t«y, andFkxj>By. 
Thofe envy'd glittering' toys, divide 

The dull rewards of care. 

To me thy. better gifts impart. 
Each moral beauty of die heart. 
By ftudiOo^ thoughts refin'd : 

For Wealth, the fmiles of glad Content; 
For Pow'r, its ampleft, beft extent. 
An empire' o'er^e mind. 



Whea 
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When FoitTVNE drops her gaif parade. 
When Plba»urb*s tranikfiit fdes i^e^ 

And wither in llie tomb; 
Unchanged is thy mmottal pme^ 
Thy ever-verdaat laorels rife 

In undecaying hloofn* 

By thee protefted, I defy 

The coxcomb's fneer, the ftitpkl ly^ 

Of ignorance an^ fjphe : 
Alike contemfl the leaden fbo!* 
And all the pMtited ridiade 

Of undifcerning wit* 

From envy> hurry, noife and ttirfs. 
The dull impertihence of life. 

In thy retreat I reft : 
Purfue thee tx) the peaceful grores. 
Where Plato*s facred fyirit roves. 

In all thy beauties d^'^&'dl 

He bade nifTas' tuneful dteam 
Convey thy philbfbphick theme 

OfPerfeft, Fair, and Good : 
Attentive Ath^s caught the fbund^ 
And all her liflfning fbns annmd' 

In aweful fil^ncr ftood r 
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ReckimM) her wild licentious youth 
Confeifl'd the potent voice of Truth, 

And felt its juft controul: 
The Paflions ceas'd their loud alsu-ms. 
And Virtue's foft perfuaiive charms 

OVr all their fenfes ftole. 

Thy breath infpires the Poet's fong. 
The Patriot's free, unbiafs'd tongue. 

The Hero's gen'rous ftrife ; 
Thine are Retirement's filent joys. 
And all the fweet engaging ties 

Cfftilldomefticklife. 

No more to fabled Names confin'd. 
To the fupreme all-perfe^ Mind 

My thoughts direft their flight : 
Wifdom's thy gift, and all her force 
From thee deriv'd, eternal fource . 

Of intelleftual light. 

O fend her fure, her Heady ray. 
To regulate my doubtful way. 

Thro' life's perplexing road : 
The mills of error to controul. 
And thro' its gloom dired my (bul 

To.happinefs and good. 



Beneath 
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Beneath her clear difceming eye 
The vifionary Ihadows fly 

Of Folly's painted fhow : 
She fees thro' ev*ry fair difguife. 
That all but Virtue's folid joys 

Are vanity and woe. 



To a GENTLEMAN, 

On his intending to cut down a G r o v e to enlarge 

his Profpeft. 

By the Same. 

IN plaintive founds, that tun'd to woe 
The fadly fighing breeze, 
A weeping Hamadryad moumM 
Her fate-devoted trees. 

Ah ! flop thy facrilegions hand. 

Nor violate the (hade. 
Where Nature form'd a filent haunt 

For Contemplation's aid. 

Can'ft thou, the ion of (cience, bred 

Where learned Ifis fIow8> • 
Forget that, nurs'd in fhelt'ring groves^ 

The Grecian genius rofe ? 

O 3 Within 



Within the plantane'^ fpr^ading (badei 

Immortal Plato taught ; 
And fair Lyceum form'd the deptb 

Of Aristotlb% thought. 

To Latian groves refled thy viewSf 
And blefs the Tufcan bloom ; 

Whore £2oqiieoce depbr'd the fiue 
Of Liberty and Rome. 

Jftetir'd beseath the beechen fhade> 
From each infpiring bough 

The Mufes wove th* unfading wreatht 
That circled Virgil's brow. 

Reflea be£bre die &tal ax 

My threaten'd doom las wrought | 
Nor facrifice to ienfii^ tafte 

The nobler growth of t]M>i%bt« 

Not all the glo\viag fruits that Uuib 

On India's funny coafty 
Can recompf oie th^e for the wortJ|\ 
Of one idea loft. 

My fhade a iMfodfioe may fupptyy 

Unknown to folar fiirc-; 
And wh^ ejKludes Apot.Lo't r;ay% 

Shall harmonize hit lyre. 
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THE 



ESTIMATE of LIFE, 

In three parts. 

A POEM. 

By JOHN GILBERT COOPER, Efq; 

PARTI. 

Melpomene : or, The Melancholy. 



llea/on thus with Life ; 



Ifldolofi thee^ I do h/e a thing , 
That none hut fooh would nveep. 

Srakesp. Meaf. for MeaH 

OFFSPI^ING of felly and of noife, 
FantalHck train of aiiy joys, 
Ceafe, ceafe your ydn ddnfiye lom, 
And tempt my feriout thoughtl no idoie. 

O4 Ye 
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Ye horrid forms, ye gloomy throng. 
Who hear the bird of midnight's fong ; 
Thou too. Despair, pale fpe£tre, come^ 
From the felf-mUrd'r er's haunted tomb. 
While fad Melpomene relates. 
How we're afilifted by the fetes. 

What's all this wifli'd-for empire, Life ? 
A fcene of mis'ry, care, and ftrife ; 
And make the moil:, that's all we have^ 
Betwixt the cradle and the grave. 
The being is not worth the charge^ 
Behold the eftimate at large. 
Our youth is fdly, idle, vain ; 
Our age is full of care and pain ; 

From wealth accrues anxiety ; 
Contempt and want from poverty ; 
What trouble bnfinefs has in llore I 
How idleneis fetigoes us more ! 
To reafon, th' ignorant are blind ; 
The learned's eyes are too reiin'd | 
Each wit deems every wit his foe. 
Each fool is naturally fb ; 

And ev'ry rank and ev'ry ftation 
Meet juflly with difapprobation. 
Say, man, is this the boafted ftate. 
Where all is pleaiant, all is great ? 
Alas ! another face yon'U fee. 
Take off the vail of vanity. 
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Is aught in pleafare, aught in powV, 
Has wifdom any gift in ftore. 
To make thee ftay a fingle hour ? 

Tell me, ye youthful, who approve 
Th' intoxicating fweets of love. 
What endlefs namelcfs throbs arife, 
What heart-felt anguifh and what fighs. 
When jealoufy has gnaw'd the root. 
Whence love's united branches fhoot. 
Or grant that Hymen lights his torch. 
To lead you to the nuptial porch. 
Behold ! the long'd-for rapture o^er I 
Defire begins to lofe its pow'r. 
Then cold indifference takes place. 
Fruition alters quite' the cafe ; 
And what before was extafy. 
Is fcarcely now civility. 
Your children bring a fecond care. 
If childlefs, then you want an heir ; 
So that in both alike you find 
The fame perplexity of mind. 
Do pow'r or wealth more comfort own f 
Behold yon pageant on a throne. 
Where filken fwarras of flattery 
Obfequious wait his afking eye. 
But view within his tortur'd breafi. 
No more the downy fei^t of reft. 
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Sufpicion ca^ her poiibn'^ dart. 

And Guilt, that fcorpion, flings kia keirt« 

Will knowledge give us happmeis ? 
In that, alas ! we kftow tliere's leCs, 
For every pang of meMol woe 
Springs from the facolty, to iitew. 

Hark ! at the deatb^betok'ning knell 
Of yonder dolelkl filafiAg-bell, 
Perhaps a friend, a fadier's dead. 
Or the lov'd partner of thy bed! 
Perhaps thy only (on lies there, 
Breathlefs up^ die kUie luer ! 
Say, what can eaie tiM prefent griei^ 
Can former joys aflbrd relief? 
Thoffe former joys renaember'd ftill. 
The more augment the recent ill. 
And where you feek for ootafo^, gain 
Additional increafe of pain. 
What woes from mortal iUfl accrue ! 
And what from natural enfke ! 
Difeafe and cafualty aUeild 
Our footfleps to the journey'^ end ; 
The cold catarrh, the goat and fbone. 
The dropfy, jaundioe» jtnn'd in one, 
The raving fever'« inwatd heat. 
The pale conibmption's fiital fweat. 
And thoufand miore diflempers roanif 
To drag us to th* eternal home. 



And 
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And when folution iets us f«ea 
From prifon of mortality. 
The foul dij^ted joins in air. 
To go, alas ! we know not v/hcn. 
And the poor body will become 
A clod within a lonely tomb. 
Refledtion fad ! fiieh bodies muA 
Return, and rnu^k widi the duil ! 
But neither feiife nor beauty have 
Defenfive chai-ms i^;unft the grave. 
Nor virtue's fliieid, nor wiiikmi's lore. 
Nor true religion's facred pow -r ; 
For as that chamel's eardi you &c. 
E'en, my StrnodiA, you will be. 

PART II. 

Calliope: or. The CbearfuU 

Iftter cunSia kgts et furcunSahere do^s 
^a ratione queas tradnc&re Itniter amum, 

Hoa. Lib. i. Ep. i8» 

GRIM Supeiftidon, hence away 
To native night, and leave the day^ 
Nor let thy heUiih brood appear^ 
Begot on Ignorance ami Fear. 
Come, gentle Mirth, and Gaiety^ 
Sweet daughter of Society; 

V.7iiJft 
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VThilft fair Calliope purfues 
Flights worthy of the chearful Mufc. 
O Life, thou great cflential good. 
Where ev'ry bleffing's underflood ! 
Where Plenty, Freedom, Pleafure mett, 
. To make each fleeting moment fweet. 
Where moral Love and Innocence, 
The balm of fweet Content difpenfe. 
Where Peace expands her turde wings. 
And Hope a conftant requiem fings. 
With eafy thought my breaft infpire. 
To thee I tune the fprightly lyre. 
From Heav'n this emanation flows. 
To Heaven again the wand'rer goes : 
And whilft employ'd beneath on earth. 
Its boon attendants, Eafe and Mirth, 
Joined with the Social Virtues three. 
And their calm parent Charity, 
Condud It to the facred plains 
Where Happinefs terreftrial reigns. 
'Tis Difcontent alone deftroys * 
The harveft of our ripening joys ; 
Refolve to be exempt from woe. 
Your r^folution keeps you fo. 
Whatever is needful man receives. 
Nay more fuperfluous Nature gives. 
Indulgent parent, fource of blifs, 
Profiife of goodnefs to exccfs ! 



For 
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For thee 'ds, man, the zephyr blows, 
For thee the purple vintage flows. 
Each flow'r its Various hue diiplays. 
The lark exalts her vernal lays. 
To view yon azure vault is thine. 
And my Eudocia's form divine* 

Hark ! how the renovating Spring 
Invites the feather'd choir to fing. 
Spontaneous inirth and rapture glow 

On ev'ry fhrub, and ev'ry bough. 

Their little airs a leflbn give. 

They teach us mortals how to live. 

And well advife us whilft wc can. 
To fpend in joy the vital (pan. 

Ye gay and youthful all advance. 
Together knit in feftive dance. 
See blooming Hebe leads the way. 
For youth is Nature's holiday. ' 

If dire Misfortune fhould employ 
Her dart to wound the timely joy. 
Solicit Bacchus with your pra/r. 
No earthly goblin dares come near. 
Care puts an eafier aipedl on. 
Pale Anger fmooths her threatening frown. 
Mirth comes in Melancholy's ftead. 
And Difcontent conceals her head. 
The thoughts on vagrant pim'ons fly. 
And mount exulting to the iky. 

Thence 
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Thence with enraptur'd yiews fook dtfvm 
Or golden empires all the» own. 

On let, when Fancy fpreaflb hec falb> 
Love waft you on with eaiier gales. 
Where in the ibid-bewitohifig groves^ 
EupHRosiNi^y Avect godakfSy lorcsi 

'Tis rapture all, 'tis extafy ! 

An earthly inunortaiity ! 

This all the ancient Bards em^oy^, 

'Twas all the ancient Gods cnjoy'd. 

Who often from the realms afte^re 

Came down mi earth t* indulge in We. 

Still there's one greater btils in ftore, 
*Tis virtuous Friendlhip's focidl Hour, 
When goodnefs from the heart fincere 
Pour's forth Com^aflion's balmy tear. 
For from thofe tears fuch firanfports How^ 
As none but friends, and angeb know. 

Blefl ilate ! tvhere ev'iy tHing con^ires 
To fill the breaft with heav'nly fires ! 
Where for a while Ac foul muft roam^ 
To preconcdve the ftate^to come. 
And when thro' life^ the journey's paft/ 
Without repining or diffate. 
Again the fparit will repair. 
To breathe a- more celeftfal air. 
And reap. Where bleflfed bciiigs glow^, 
Completion ol the joys bd^t 

PART 
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PART III. 

TERtsicHOREror, The Moderate.' 

HOM. Od. 0. 
Hac falls eft or are Jovem. ^i donat et auferty 
Det 'vitam^ det opes ; aquum mi animum ipfe parabo, 

HoR. Lib. I. £p. i8« 

DESCEND, Aflraet, from above. 
Where Jove'i celeflial daughters rove. 
And deign once more to bring with thee 
Thy earth-deferting family. 
Calm Temperance, and Patienw mild» 
Sweet Contemplation's heav'nly child, 
Refle6lion firm, and Fancy free. 
Religion pure, and Probity, 
Whilft all the Heliconian throng 
Shall join Terpsichore in fong. 
Ere man great Reafon's lord was made. 
Or the world's firft foundations laid. 
As high in their divine abodes, 
Confulting fate the mighty gods, 
Jove on the chaos looking down. 

Spoke thus from his imperial throne : 
.** Ye deities and potentates, 

- " Aerial pow'rs, and heav'nly ftates, 

« Lo, 
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** Lo, in that gloomy 'place below, 

** Where darknefs reigns and dlfcord now, 

** There a new world fhall grace the fldes, 

** And a new creature form'd arife, 

** Who ihall partake of our perfedlions, 

** And live and aft by our diredUons, 

** (For the chief blifs of any flat ion 

** Is nought without communication) 

** Let therefore ev'ry godhead give 

** What this new being fhould receive. 

But care important mufl be had. 

To mingle well of good and bad. 

That by th' allaying mixture, he 

May not approach to deity. 

The fovereign {pake, the gods agree. 
And each began in his degree. 
Behind the throne of Jove there flood 
Two vefT^ls of celeflial wood. 
Containing jufl two equal meafures. 
One fill'd with pains, and one with pleafures ; 
The gods drew out from both of thefe. 
And mix'd 'em with their eflfences, 
(Which elTences are heav'nly flill. 
When undiflurb'd by nat'ral ill. 
And man to moral good is prone. 
Let but the moral pow'rs alone. 
And not pervert 'em by tuition. 
Or conjure *em by fuperiUtion) ^ 

Hence 



Hence man partakes an equal ihare 
Of pleafing thoughts and gloomy care. 
And Pain and Pleafnre e'er ihall be. 
As a Plato fays, in company. 
Receive the one, and foon the othcJr 
Will follow to rejoin his brother; 
Thofe who with pious pain purfue 
Calm Virtue by her facred clue. 

Will furely find the mental treafure 
Of Virtue, only real pleafure : 
Follow the pleafurable road, r^ 
That fatal Siren reckons good, 
'Twill lead tHee to the gloomy cell. 
Where Pain and Melancholy dwelL 
Health is the child of AbfHhence» 
Difeafe, of a luxurious fenfe; 
Defpair, that hellifh fiend, proceeds 
From loofcn'd thoughts, and impious dftcds ; 
And the fweet offspring of Content, 
Flows from the mind's calm government. 
Thus, man, thy Hate is free from woe, 
* If thou would'fl chufe to make it fo. 
Murmur not then at Heav'n's decree* 
The gods have giv'n thee liberty, 
And plac'd within thy confcious breafl, 
Reafbn,'^as an uAerring tefl. 
And fhould'fl thou fix on mifery. 
The ^ult is not in them, but thee. 

a See the PHiEDO of Plato, 
Vol. in. P The 
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The PLEASURE of POETRY. 



An O 



D E 



By IVftk Vansittart. 



I. 



HAP PY the babe whofe natal hour 
The Mufe propitious deigns to grace, 
^ No frowns on his foft fore-head lowr. 

No cries diftort his tender ikce ; 
But o'er her ^hild, forgetting all her pangs, 
Infatiate of her finilcs, the raptur'd parent hangs, 

II. 
Let ftatefmen on the fleeple& bed 

The fate of realms and princes weigh. 
While in the agonizing head 
They form ideal icenea of fteay ; 
Not long, alas ! the fended duums delight. 
But melt, like fpedlre-fonns, in iUent Aiades of night# 



Iff. Vc 
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m. 

Ye heavy pedants, didl of lore. 

Nod o'er the taper's livid fkme ; 
Ye mifers, ftill ipcreafe yottr ftore ; 
Still tremble at the robber's name: 
Or (hudd'ring from the recent dream arife. 
While vifionary fire glows dreadful to your eyei. 

IV. 
Par other joys the Mufes (how'r 

Benignant, on the aching breaft, 
'Tis theirs in the lone, chearleft hour. 
To lull the lab'ring heart to reft : 
With bright'ning calms they glad the profpeft drear. 
And bid each groan fubfide, and dry up ev^ry tear. 

V. 
From earthly mifts, ye gentle Nine ! 

Whene'er you purge the vifual ray. 
Sudden the landfcapes Fairer fhine. 
And blander fmiles the face of day : 
Ev'n Chloe's lips with brighter vermil glow. 
And on her yoatl^ul cheek the rofe-buds freflier Uow. 

VI. 
When Boreas founds his fierce alarms, 

And all the green>clad nymphs are fled. 
Oh ! then I lie in Fancy's arms 
On fragrant May's delicious bed : 
And thro' this fhade, flow-creeping from the daie» 
Feel on my drowfy face tlie UUy-biektiiisig gale. 

P 2 Vn. Of 
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VII. - 

Or on the mountain's aiiy height 

Hear Winter call his howling trains 
Chas'd by the Spring »id Dryads lights 
That now refume dieir blifsful reign : 
While fmiling Flora binds her Zephyr's brows^ 
With ev'ry various flow'r that Nature's lap beflows. 

vm. 

More potent than the Sybil's gold 
That led ^neas^ bold emprize. 
When you. Calliope, unfold 

Your laurel branch, each phantom flies ! 
Slow cares with heavy wings beat the dull air. 
And dread, and pale-ey'd grief, and pain and black deipair. 

IX. 
With you Elyfium'^ happy bow'rs. 

The manfioM of the glorious dead, 
I vifit oft, and cull the flow'rs 

That rife fpontaneous to your tread ; 
Such adlive virtue warms that pregnant earth. 
And heav'n with kindlier hand afliils each genial birth. 

X. 
Here oft I wander thro' the gloom. 

While pendent fruit the leaves among. 
Gleams thro' the ihade with golden Uoom, 
Where lurk along the feather'd throng, 
Whofe notes th' eternal ipring unceafing chear. 
Nor leave in mournful £Ience half the drooping year., 

XI. And 
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XL 

And ok I view along the plain 

With flow and iblemn ileps proceed 
Heroes and chiefs, an aweful train. 
And high exalt the laurell'd head : 
Submifs I honour ev'ry lacred name. 
Deep in the column grav'd of adamantine fame* 

XII. 
But ceafe, my Mufe, with tender wing 

Unfledg'd, etherial flight to dare. 
Stem Cato's bold difcourfe to fing. 
Or paint immortal Brutus' air ; 
May Britain ne'er the weight of flav'ry feel, 
Or bid a Brutus fhake for her his crimfon deel ! 

xin. 

Lo ! yonder negligently laid 

Fafl by the fbeam's impurpled fide. 
Where through the thick-entangled (hade. 
The radiant waves of ne£lar glide. 
Each facred poet ftrikes his tuneful lyre. 
And wakes the ravifh'd heart, and bids the ibol afpire. 

XIV. 
No more is hear'd the plaintive ibain, 

Or pleafing Melancholy's fong, 
Tibullus here forgets his p:uB, . 

And joins the love-cxnlting thrdng ; 
For Cupid flutters round with golden dart. 

And fiercely twaiigs his bow at cv'ry rebel heart. 

>. 

P t XV. There 
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There ftretch'd at eafe Anacreon gay i 

And on his melting Lefbia's breafty 
With eye half-rais'd Catullus lay. 
And gaz'd himfelf to balmy reft : 
While Ven\is' felf thro* ail the am'rous groves 
With kiffes frefh-dirUU'd fupply'd their conftant loves, 

XVI. 
Now Horace' hand the firing infpir'dy 

My foul, impatient as he fung. 
The Mufe unconquerable fir'd. 

And heavenly accents feiz'd iny tongue ; 
Then lock'd in admiration fweet I bow'd, 
Confefs'd his potent art, nor could forbear aloud. ^ 

XVIL 
Hail glorious bard ! whofe high conunand. 

A thoufand various firings obey. 
While joins and mixes to thy hand 
At once the bold and tender lay I 
Nor mighty Homer down PamafTus* fieep. 
Rolls Ae full tide of verfe fo clear, and yet (o deep. » 

XVIII. 
O could I catch one ray divine 
From thy intolerable blaze t 
# To pour itrong luftre Oti my lin^ 
And my afpirikig fopg to laife i 
Then fhould the Mdb her dioiceft inHuence 0ied, 
And with €tehid wfcadis entwine my lofty h^ack 

'^ XIX. Then 
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Then would I fing the fons of Fame, 
Th' immcMtal chiefs of ancient iage. 
Or tell of love's celeftial flame, 

Or ope fair friendfhip's facred page. 
And leave the fullen thought and ftruggling groan. 
To take their-watchfiil ftands around the gaudy ^rone. 

CCD qljD cTD «uD Sp *Lb flD 4DP 9^ CP %P 4D SP 49 ^9 VP .^f Q9 ^S ^S ^9 

The POWER of POETRY. 

I. 

WHEN tuneful Orpheus ftrove by moving ftrains 
To fboth the furious hate of rugged fwains : 
The M'ning multitude was pleas'd, 

Ev'n rapine drbp'd her ravifh'd prey. 
Till by the foft oppreflion feiz'd. 

Each favage hear'd his rage away ; • 

And now overcome, in kind confent they move. 
And all is harmony, and all is love ! 

• n. 

Not fo, when Greece's chief by heav'n in(jf>ir'd. 
With love of arms each glowing bofcmi fir*d : 
But now the trembling foldi^ fled 
Regardlefs of the glorious prize ; 
And his brave thiril of honoW dead^ 
He duril not meet with hoftile eyes ; . 
Whilft glitt'ring (hields and fwords, war's bright array,^ 
Were either worn in vain, or bafely thrown away. 

P 4 m. Soon 
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Soon as Ae hero hy his martial ftrains, 
Had kindled virtue in their frozen veins i 
Afrefh the war-like fpirit grows. 

Like flame, the brave contagion ran. 
See in each fparkling eye it glows, 
. And catches on from man to man ! 
Till rage in every breaft to fear fucceed ; 
] And now tfaey dare, and now they wifli to bleed! 

IV. 

Iff 

With dfiFerent Aiovements fraught, were Maro's lays. 
Taught flowing grief, and. kind concern to raife : 
He fung Marcellus' mournful name ! 
In beauty's, and in glory's bloom. 
Torn from himfelf, from friends, from fame. 
And rap'4 into an early tomb ! 
He fung, and forrow.ftole on all. 
And flghs began to heave, and tears began to fall ! 

V. 
But Rome's high emprefs felt the greateft fmart, 
Touched both by nature, and the poet's art : 
For as he fung the mournful ftrain, 
7 So well the hero's portraiture he drew. 

She faw hun fick^n, fade again. 
And in deferiptioa bleed anew. 
Then pierc'd, an4 yielding to the melting lay, 
Shcfigh'd, flie fainted, funk, and died away. 



VI- Tl^us 
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Thus numbers once did human breafb controul 1 . 
Ah ! where dwelk now fuch empire o'er the (bul ? 
Tranfported by harmonious lays. 

The mind is melted down, or burns : 
With joy o'er Windfor foreft ftrays. 
Or grieves when Eloifa mourns : 
Still the fame ardour kindles every line. 
And our own Pope is now, what Virgil was, divifle. 

To a Young Lady, with Fontenelle*s Plu- 
rality of Worlds. 

IN this fmall work, all nature's wonders fee. 
The foften'd features of philofphy. 
In truth by eafy fteps you hear advance. 
Truth as diverting, as the beft romance. 
Long had thefe arts to fages been con^n'd. 
None faw their beauty, till by poring blind ; 
By ftudying fpent, like men that cram too full. 
From Wifdom's feaft they rofe not chear'd, but dull : 
The gs^y and airy finil'd to fee 'cm graye. 
And Hed fuch wifdom like Trophonius' cave. 
Juftly they thought they might thofe arts defpife. 
Which made men fallen, lere they could be wife. 

Brought 
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Brought down to fight, with cafe you view 'cm here ; 
Tho* deep the bottom, yet the ftream k clear. 
Your fluttering fex, ftill valued feience lefs ; 
Carelcfs of any but the arts of drefs. 
Their ufelefs time was idly thrown away 
On empty novels, or ibme new-born pky ; 
The beft, perhaps, a few loofe hours might (pare 
For fome unmeaning thing, mifcall'd a pray'r. 
In vain the glitt'ring orbs, each ftarry night. 
With mingling blazes fhed a flood of light : 
Eadi nymph with cold inditt'rence faw 'em rife ; 
And, taught by fops, to them preferr'd her eyes. 
None thought the ftars were funs fo widely fown. 
None dreamt of other worlds, befides our own. 

Well might they boaft their charms, when ev'ry fair 

Thought this world all ; and her's the brightefl here. 

Ah ! quit not the large thoughts this book infpires. 

For thofe thin trifles which your fex admires ; 

AflTert your claim to fenfe, and ihew mankind. 

That reafon is not to themfelve^ cr.nfin'd. 

The haughty belle, whofe beauty's aweful fluine, 

*Twere facrilege t' imagine hot divine. 

Who thought fo greatly of lier eyes before. 

Bid her read this, and then be vain no more. 

How poor ev'n you, who reign without controul. 

If we except the beauties of your fool ! 

Shou'd all beholders feel the fame furprize ; 

Shou'd ail who fee you, fee you with my eyes ; 

Were 
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Were no fick blafts to make that beftoty left ;• 
Shou'd you be what I think, what all confefi : 
'Tis but a narrow fpacc thofe charms engage { . 
One ifland only, and not half ani^ ! 

SONG. 

To S Y L V I A. 

By D. G. 

IF trath can fix thy wavering heart. 
Let Damon urge his claim. 
He feels the paflion void of art. 
The pure, the conftant flame. 

Tho' iighing fwains i^eir torments tell. 

Their ienfual love contemn ; 
They only prize the beauteous ihell. 

But flight the inward gem. 

PofTeflioh aires the woanded heart, 

Defhtjys the tranfieilt fire ; 
But when the mind receives the dart, 

Jinjoyment whets defire. 

By 
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By ag© your beauty will decay. 

Your mind improves with years ; 
A9 when the bloiToms fade away. 

The ripening fruit appears : 

May heav*n and Sylvia grant my fuit. 

And blefs the future hour. 
That Damon, who can taile the fruit. 

May gather ev'ry flower ! 

To the Author of the Farmer's Letters, which 
were written in Ireland in the Year of the 
Rebellion, by Henry Brooke, Efq; 1745, 



o 



By the Same. 

H thou, whole artlefs, free-bom genius charms, 
Whofe ruftick zeal each patriot bofbm warms ; 
Purfue the glorious talk, the pleafing toil, 
Forfake the fields and //// a nobler foil ;. 
Extend the Farmer's care to human kind, 
^* Manure the heart, and cultinjate the mind ; 

There plant religion, reafon, freedom, truth, * • 
And f(yw the fieds of virtue in our youth : . 



^ Let 
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Let no rank *weeds corrupt, or Brambles choak^ 
And fhake the 'vermin from, the Bridih pak.; ~ !^ ' . . 
From northern blafts prote£l the vernal bloom, ' 
And guard our pafhires Dtim the tvohvef 6f Rom* 
On Britain's liberty, ingraft thy name. 
And reap the harveft of immortal fame ! 

VERSES written in a Book called. 
Fables for the Female Sex. 

By the Same. 

WHILE here the poet points the charms 
Which blefs the perfedt dame, 
How unaffeded beauty warms. 
And wit preferves the flame ; 

How prudence, virtue, fenfe agree, 

To form the happy wife : 
In Lucy, and her book, I fee, 

ThePiaure, and the Lift. 



VERSES 
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VER&ES written in' Sylvia's PRIOR. 

By the Same. 

UNtouch'd by love, unmov'd by wit, 
I found no charms in Matthew's lyre,. 
But tinconcem'd read all he writ, 
Tho' love and Phoebus did infpire : 

Tin Sylvia took her favourite's part, 
Refolv'd to prove my judgment wrong, 

Her proofs prevaiPd, they reach'd my heart. 
And foon I felt the poet's fong* 

cJ^c^ooJjOoSooJooJpo^ 

Upon a L A D Y*s Embroidery. 

By the Same. 

AR A C H N-E once, as poets tell, 
A goddefs at her art defyd ;. 
But foon the daring mwtal fell 
The haplefs vidUm of her pride. 

O then beware Arachne's fate, 

Be prudent, Chloe, and fubmit ; 
For you'll more furely feel her hate. 

Who rival both her Art and Wit. ^ 

DEATH 
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DEATH and the DOCTOR. 

Occafion'd by a Phyfician's lampooning a Friend 

of the Author. 

By the Same. 

AS Do^or * • mufing late. 
Death faw, and came without delay : 
Enters the room, begins the chat 
With, " Dodtor, why fo thoughtful, pray ?" 

The Do6lor darted from his place. 
But foon they more familiar grew : 

And then he told his piteous cafe. 
How trade was low, and friends were few. 

" Away with fear,'* the phantom faid. 

As foon as he had heard his tale : 

" Take my advice and mend your trade, 
" We both are lofers if you fail. 

** Go write, y6ur wit in fktire Riow, 
" No matter, whether finart, or true ; 

" Call * * namel, 4*ie greattft foe 
" To duUnefs, fo% jteidr, 9ad yon. 

- ' ' ' '^ Then 
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** Then copies fpread, there lies the tricky 
Among yofxr friends before to fend 'em : 
" For all who read will foon grow fick, 
" And when you're call'd upon, attend 'em* 

** Thus trade increaiing by degrees, 
** Dodor, we both ilhall have our ends :' 

** For you are fure to have your fees, 
** And I am fure to have your friends. 



INSCRIPTIONS on a Monument to the 
Memory of a Lady's favourite Bullfinch. 

By the Same. 

On the Front of the Stone« 

Memoriae 

Blandicntis Volucris 

Hunc Lapidem 

pofuit 

D G 



ethoc 

Nobilifftnue Lucrne 

Officii ftti 

Teftimonium 

quale quale eft 

dicavit. 

- On 
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On the Right Side. 

Tti £ goddefles of wit and love. 
Have patroniz'd the owl and dove j 
From whofe protedtion both lay claim 
To immortality and fame : 

Could wit alone, or beauty, give 
To birds the fame prerogative ; 
My double claim had fate defy'd. 
And a Luqy*s favorite ne'er had dy*d, 
a Countefs of R d. 

On the Left Side. 

TH O* here my body lies interr'dy 
I (till can be a tell-tale bird ; 
If David fhould pollute thefe ihades. 

And wanton with my lady's maids ; 
Or Dick fneak out to field or park. 
To play with Mops y in the dark ; 
Or Will, that noble, generous youths 
Should err ^m wiidom, ^e, and truth ; 
And blefs'd with all that's fair and good. 
Should quit a feail for grofler food: 
I'll rife again a refUefs fprite. 
Will haunt my lonely cage by night ; 
There fwell my throat and plume my wing. 
And every tale to Lucy ling. 
Vol. in. ' Q^ The 
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The Trial of SELIM the PERSIAN, 

For divers High Crimes and Mifdemeanours. 

TH E court was met ; the prisoner brought ; 
The cooncil with inilru£tion fraught ; 
And evidence prepared at large, . 
On oath, to vindicate the charge. 

But firft 'tis meet, where form denies 
Poetick l^elps of fancy'd lyes. 
Gay metaphors, and figures fine. 
And iimiies to deck the line ; 
^Tis meet (as we b^efbre haye fiud) 
To call defcription to our aid. 

Begin we then (as BiSL 'tis fitting) 
With th^ three Chiefs in judgnient fitting. 
Above the refi, and in the chair. 
Sat Faction with difiembled air ; 
Her tongue was fkill'd in fpecious lyes. 
And murmurs, whence dififentions rife : 
A imiling maik her features veiled. 
Her form the patriot's robe concealed ; 

With 
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With ftttdy'd blandi(Hiiietits fKe bow'd; 
And drew the captivated crowd. 
The next in pladir, acnd on the right; 
Sat Envy, hideou* tb tiie iflg^t ; 
Her fnaky locks, her hollow eycff^ 
And haggard form ft)H>2d dtigoife ; 
Pale difebntentv and MLen hat^ 
tJpon her wrinkled- forehead iate : 
Jler left-hand dench'd; her didek fullainM, 
Her right (with many a ihtirdcr &in'd) 
A da]gger dutchMi in aft to Urike; 
With ftdrts of rage, arid aiih obliqne; 
Laft on the left was ClartOVr feen. 
Of flature vaii, and horrid ntekl ; 
With bloated chedks, and frantick eyes. 
She fetit her yeflhfigii to tfa^ (kies ; 
Prepar'd with trtimpet in het hand. 
To blow fedition o*er the land. 
With thefei foiw mt/re of leffer fame. 
And humbler nmk, attendant came!; 
Hypocrisy with fhiiling grace. 
And Impudence with'' brtiKen face. 
Contention Ixddi w5lh ift)n lungs. 
And Slander with her hundred tongues. 
The walls in fculptur*d tale were rich. 
And flatues proud (in many a nich) 
Of chiefs, who fdught in Faction's caufe. 
And perife'd for contempt of4iwv«. 

0^2 The 
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The roof ii^ yary*d light and fliadtf^ 
The feat of A n a,r c h y diiplay'd. 
Triumphant p'er a falling thronb 
(By emblematick figure known) 
Confusion rag'd^ and Lust obicene. 
And Riot wit^ diflemper'd mein> 
And Outrage bold, and Mischief dirC/ 
And Devastation clad in fire. 
Prone on the gronnd, a martial maid 
Expiring lay, and groan'd for aid ; 
Her fhield with many a dab was pierc'd. 
Her laurels tpm, her fpcar revers'd ; 
And near her^ (^ouch'd anudU the fpoils, 
A lion painted in the toils. 

With look compos'd the prisoner Aood, 
And modeft pride. By tuma he' view'd 
The touTt, th^ couhcil, and the crowd» 
And with fubmifiive reverence bow'd. 

Proceed we now, in humbler ftrains. 
And lighter rhymes, with what remains. 

Th' indidlment; grievoufly fet forth. 
That SELtM, loH to truth and worth, 
(In company, with one Will P — t 
And many more, not taken yet) 
In Forty-five, the royal palace 
Did enter, and to fhame grown callous. 
Did then and there his faith forfake. 
And did accept, receive and takt, 



With 
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With mifchievoQs intent and bafe* 
Value unknown, a certain place. 

He was a recon4 time indited. 
For that, by evil zeal excited. 
With learning more than layman's (hare, 
(Which parfons want, and he might fpare) 
In letter to one Gilbert West, 
He, the faid Selim, dift atteft. 
Maintain, fupport, and make aifertion 
Of certain points, from Paul's converiion ; 
By means whereof the (aid apoftie 
Did many an unbeliever joftle. 
Starting unfafhionable fancies. 
And building truths on* known romances. 

A third charge run, that knowing well 
Wits only eat, as pamphlets fell. 
He, the faid Selim, notwithftanding 
Did fall to anfw'ring, fhaming, brandings 

Three curious Letters to the Whigs ; 
Making no reader care three figs 
For any fadb contained therein ; 
By which uncharitable fin. 
An author, modeft and deferring, 
Was deftin'd to contempt and ftarving ; 
Againfl the king, his crown and peace, 
And all the ftatiites in that caie. 

The pleader rofe with brief full charg'd. 
And on the prisoner's crimes enlarg'd— « 

0.3 Bat 
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But not to damp tiie Mufe's fire 
With rhet'rick, fuc^ as CQprts r.equkc, 
We'll try to keep the reader warm* 
And lift the matter from the form* 
Virtue and focial Uf^ye, hc ^^9* 
And honour from the land were fle4 \ 
That Patriot^ no^, like ptjicr fplks. 
Were niade the hutt of vulgar jokes ; 
While Opposition dropped her creH:,- 
And (Courted pow'r for wealth and reft. 
Why fome folks laugh'd, and fome folks rail'd^ 
Why fome fubmitted, fome affail'd. 

Angry or pleas'd all fplv^ the doubt 

With who were in, and who were out. 
The fons of Clamour grew fo fickly. 
They look'd for diiTolution quickly ; 
Their weekly Journals finely wrijt^en^ 
Were. funk in privies all befh— n ; 
Old-England, and the London-Evening, 
Hardly a foul was found believing in. 
And Caleb, once {o bold and flrong. 
Was fiupid now, and always wrong. 

Afk ye whence rofe this fpul difgrace^ 
Why Selim has received a place. 
And thereby broi^ght the caufe to ihame ; 
Proving that people, void of blame. 
Might ferve their country and their king, 
By making both the felf-(ame thing. 

By 
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By which the credulons believ*d. 
And others (by ftrange arts deceiv'd) 
That Minifters were fometimes right. 
And meant not to deftroy us quite. 

That bart*ring dius in ftate afiairs. 
He next muft deal in facred wares. 
The clergy's rights divine invade. 
And fmuggle in the gofpel-trade. 
And all this zeal to re-inftate 
Exploded notions, out of date ; 
Sending old rakes to church in fhoals. 
Like children fniv'ling for their fouls. 
And ladies gay, from imut and libels. 
To learn beliefs, and read their bibles | 
Ere6ting confcience for a tutor. 
To damn the prefent by the future* 
As if to evils known and real 
'Twas needful to annex ideal ; 
When all of human life we know 
Is care, and bitternefs, and woe. 
With ihort tranfitions of delight. 
To fet the ihatter'd ipirit9 right. 
Then why fuck mighty pains and care. 
To make us humbler than we are ? 
Forbidding fhort-liv'd mirth ^xtd laughter 
By fears of whiit may come hereafter ? 
Better in ignorance to dwell ; 
None fear, but who bdieve an hell ; 

0^4 And 
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And if there fhould be one, no doabt 
Men of thcmfelves would find it out. 

But Sblim's crimes, he faid, went further, 
And barely ftopp'd on this fide murther , 
One yet remain'd to clofe the charge. 
To which (with leave) he'd fpeak at large. 
And firfl 'twas needful to premife. 
That tho' fo long (for reafons wife) 
The prefs inviolate had flood, 
Produftive of the publick good ; 
Yet ftill,. too modeft to abufe. 
It rail'd at vice, but told not whofe. 
That great improvements, of late days 

Were made to many an author's praife. 
Who, not fo fcrupuloufly nice, 
Proclaim'd the perfon with the vice. 

Or gave, where vices might be wanted. 
The name, and took the reft for granted. 

Upon this plan, a Champion ^ rofe. 

Unrighteous greatnefs to oppofe. 

Proving the mzajnvenfus non eft^ 

Who trades in pow'r and ftill is honeft ; 

And (Gpd be prais'd) he did it roundly. 

Flogging a certain junto foundly. 

But chief his anger was direded 

Where people leaft of all fufpeded ; 

Author of the Letters to the Whigs. 

And 
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And SfiLiMy not fo ilrong as tall. 

Beneath his grafjp appeared to fall. 

But Innocence (as people fay) 

Stood by, and fav'd him in the fray. 

By her aifiiled, and one Truth, 

A bufy, prating, forward youth. 

He rally'd all his fbength anew. 

And at the foe a letter threw. 

His weakeft part the weapon found. 

And brought him fenielefs to the ground. 

Hence Opposition fled the field. 

And IcN'RANCEwith her fev'n-fold fhield ; 

And well they might, for (things weigh'd fully) 

The prisoner, with his Whore and Bully, 

Muft prove for ev'ry foe too hard. 

Who never fought with fuch a guard. 

But Truth and Innocence, he faid. 
Would ftand him here in little ftead. 

For they had evidence on oath. 
That would appear too hard for both. 

Of witnefTes a fearful train 
Came next th* indidments to fuftain ; 
Detraction, Hatred, and Distrust, 
And Party, of all foes the worft, ^ 

Malice, Revenge, and Unbelief, 
And Disappointment, worn with grief. 
Dishonour foul, unaw'd by (bame. 
And every fiend tha^ vice can name. 

All 
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All thefe in ample form dqK)sM 

Each fa6l the tri^e charge dJlfdhs^d, 

With taunts aad gibes embitter fort, 

And afking vengeance from the court. 
The pris'ner ^d in his defence. 

That he indeed had fmall pretence 

To foften fads fo deeply fwoniy 

But would for his ofiences mourn ; 

Yet more he hop'd than bare repentance 

Might ftill be urg'd to ward the fentence ; 

That he had held a place fome years. 

He own'd with penitence and tears. 

But took it not from motives bafe, 

Th' indidbnent there miflook the cafe ; 

And tho' he had betra/d his trufl. 

In being to his country juil, 

NegleSing Faction and her friends. 

He did it not for wicked ends. 

But that complaints and feuds might ceaie. 

And jarring parties mix in peace. 

That what he wrote to Gilbert West 
Bore hard againfl him, he confefs'd ; 
Yet there they wrong'd him j for the fad is. 
He reafon'd for Belief, not Praftice ; 
And people might believe, he thought, 
Tho' Pradlice might be deem*d a feult. 
He either dreamt it, or was told, 
Religion was rever'd rfold, 

5 That 
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That it gave breeding no offbnccy 
And was no foe to wit and ienfe ; 
But whether diis was truth or whisi, 
- He would not ^ ; die doubt with, him 
(And no great harm he hopM) was how 
Th' enlighten'd worM would take it now ; 
If they admitted it» *twas well, 
If not, he never talk'd of heH, 
Nor even hop'd to change men's meafuresj 
Or frighten ladies from their pleafures. 

One accufation, he confefs'd. 
Had touch'd him more than all the refl ; 
Three Patriot-Letters, high in fame. 
By him o'erthroyyii, and brought to ihame*. 
And though it was a rule in vogue« 
If one man calj'd. another rogue» 
The party injur'd might reply. 
And on his foe retort the lye ; 
Yet what accru'd from all his labour. 
But foi^ difhonour to his neighbour ? 
And he's a moft unchriftian e}f. 
Who others damns to fave himfelf. 
Befides, as all n&en knew, he faid, 
Thefe Letters oijly rail'd for bread ; 
And hunger was a known excufe 
For proftitutiqn and abufe ; 
A guinea, properly apply'd. 
Had made the writer change his £de ; 



He 
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He wifh*d he had not cut and carv'd him. 

And own'd, he ihould have bought^ i^ot ftarv*d him* 

The court, he faid, knew all the reft. 
And mufl proce^ed as they thought beft ; 
Only he hop'd fuch refignation ; 
Would plead fome little mitigation; 
And if his charadler was clear 
From other faults (and friends were near. 

Who would, when call'd upon, attcft it) 
He did in humbleft form requeft it. 
To be from punifhment exempt. 
And only fuffer their contempt. 

The pris'ner's friends their claim preferr'd. 
In turn demanding to be heard. 
Integrity and Honour fwore, 
Benevoli^nce and twenty more. 
That he was always of their party. 
And that they knew him firm and hearty. 
Religion, fober dame, attended. 
And, as fhe could, his caufe befriended ; 
She faid, 'twas fince fhe came from college 
She knew him introduced by Knowledge ; 
The man was modeil and fincere. 
Nor farther cottld fhe interfere. 
The Muses begg'd to interpofc. 
But Envy with loud hiflings rofe. 
And caird them women of ill fame ; 
Liars, an4 profUtutes to ihame ; 

And 
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And faid, to all the world 'twas knowili 
Selim had had them ev'ry one; 
The pris'nei* blufh'd, the Muses frown'd^ 
When iUence was prodaim'd around. 
And Faction, rifing with the reft. 
In form the prisoner thus addrefs'd. 

You, Selim, thrice have been indidUd, 
Firft, that by Wicked pride excited. 
And bent your country to difgrace^ 
You have receiv'd, and held a Place. 
Next, Infidelity to wound, 
YouVe darM, with arguments profound. 
To drive Freethinking to a ftand. 
And with Religion vex the land. 
And laftly, in contempt of right. 
With horrid and unnat'ral fpite. 
You have an Author's fame o'erthrown. 
Thereby to build and fence your own. 

Thefe crimes fucceflive, on your trial. 
Have met with proofs beyond denial ; 
To which yourfelf, with fhame, conceded. 
And but in mitigation pleaded. 
Yet that the juftice of the court 
May fufFer not in men's report. 
Judgment a moment I fufpend. 
To reafon as from friend to friend. 

And firft, that you, of all mankind. 
With King 8 and Courts fhould ftain your mind ! 

You! 
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You! who were 0!»P05i>rroN*8 lofd f 

Her nerves, heriuicw^ and her fword I 

That yott at U^, for fcr^e eada^ 

Should wound tKe h6wdu d? Iwr fiiead* !-^ 

Is aggravation of offence. 

That leaves formcrcy no ptttence. 

Yet more— for you to urge your hate. 

And back the church; to aid die ftate ! 

For you to publilh fnch a letter ! 

You ! who'have known Rslioion better ( 

For you, I fay, to introduce . 

The fraud again ! — ^There's no excuse. 

And lafl of all, to crown your fhamei 

Was it for you to load with bliifme 

The writings of a Patriot- Youth, 

And fumtoon Innocbnce and Truth 

To prop your caufe ?— Was this for you ?-*• 

But JuiHce does your crimes purfue ; 

And fentence now sdone remains. 

Which thus, by mc> the court ordains. 

" That you return from whence^ ytw catlNf/ 
** There to be ftripp*d of all your fame 
By vulgar hands ; that Once a week 
Old-England pinch you till you fqneak ; 
That ribbald pamphlets do purfue you| . 
And lyes and murmurs^ to undo you^ 
With ev'r^ foe that Worth procures^ 
** And only Virtue's friends be Your s." 

Tilt 
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The TROPHY, 

BEING 

SIX CANTATAS 

To the Honour of his Royal Highness 

William, Duke of CUMBERLAND; 

Expreiling the juft Senfe of a grateful Nation, 
in the (everal Chara^ers of 

The VoLUNTEEH, 1 f The Musician, 
The Poet, V < The Shepherd, 

The Painter, jt The Religious. 



By 



Set to Mufick by Dr. GREEN E. 1746^. 
CANT AT A I. The Volvnte«r. 

Kecitativb. 

DEEP in:a ibreft's fhadowy feat, 
A youth enjojr'd his calm retreat. 
Deaf to the din of civil rage. 
And difcord of the impious age ; 



When 
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When vifionary fleep deprefs'd 
His drowfy lids, and thus alarmed his reft, 

Two rival forms imihenfely bright . 

Appcar'd> and charm'd his mental fights 

Honour and Pleafure feem'd deicending^ 

On each her various train attending. 

Of decent, fober, great, and plain, 

Of gay, fantaftick, loud, and vain. 

With confident, yet charming grace, 
Pleafufe firft brake the filence 6f the place. 

A1K4 

Enjoy with me this calm retreat,^ 

DifloVd in eafe thine hours fhall flow : 

With love alone thy heart fhall beat. 
And his be all th' alarms you know. 

Cares ^o footh, and life befriend, 

Pleafures on your nod attend. 

Chorus. 

Cares to footh, and life befriend, 

Pleafures on your nod attend. 

Recitative. 

Her decent front ftrait Honour fhew'd. 

Where mingled fcom and anger glow'd ; 

Contempt of Pleafure's flow'ry reign 

Inrag'd at all her abje£l train ; 

And thus in rapid (brains exprefs'd 

The tumults of her honeft breaft. 



Air, 
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Rife, youth — thy country calls thee from thy fliade ; 

Behold her tearsy 
And hear her cries. 
Religion fears. 
And Freedom dies, 
Amid the horrors of War's dreadful trade. 

Thy country groans : forego thy fhade— 
'Tis Honour calls thee to her aid* 

Chorus. 
Thy country groans : forego thy fhade— • 
'Tis Honour calls thee to her aid. 

Recitative. 
The youth awoke — and ilarting wide. 
Sleep, with its vifion, left his fide. 
His foul th' idea filPd alon'e r 
The heroick fbrni, the piercing tone 

Of Honour on his memory play'd. 
And all his heart confefs'd the heav'nly maid. 

Air.. 
Sweet objeft of my choice. 
Adieu, thou calm recefs ! 
My bleeding country's voice 
Tears me from thy embrace* 

From mufing water-falls. 

From (hades and flow'ry meads, 
'Tis virtuous Honour calls. 
And princely Wili^iam leads. 
Vol. m. R From 
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From alt a fkdier's lore. 

From all a nadon*^ care. 
Behold where BRirArN*s Jove 

Sends forth his god of war : 

'GainU mountains cap'd with fnows, 

'Gainft foal Rebellion's rage 
The willing Hero goes 
Gigantick war to wage 
The gen'ro«8 heart what fJow'ry'fcencs can pleaie. 
Or tempt to waile his yoiutk in ufelefs ea& ! 

Chorus. 
The gen'rous heart what ftew'ry icenes can pleafe. 
Or tempt to wafte his youth in ufelefs eafe ! 

CANTATA IL The Poet, 

Air. 
Give me, indmlgent Mufe> to rove 
The mazes of thy laurel'd grove, 
To chufe a wreath for William's brow 
Above Sybilla's golden bough. 

Recitative. 

I walk — ^I wander here and there , 

How can I chufe where all is fair ? 
This I prefer, and that refafe -»— • 
Guide me, my {lill-inipiring MiaCe, 
I faid, and pludk'd the chofen wreath : 
Large drops of blood diftill'd beneadi ; 



A.figh 
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A figh now ihook the weeping ti?ee« 
And thus a vocal found 
Brake from the recent wound* 
And fet the form of beauteous Daphne free. 

Air. 
Coy Daphne you behold in me ; 

For William's fake I willing bleed. 
No wreath but this from Phoebus' tree 
Is worthy him. Who Britain freed. 
Lefs fair was Phoebus' chace for unlbught fame. 
Be his the wreath, who woo'd and won the danie. 

CANTATA III. , The Painter. 

Air. 
Sweet mi^uck ihou of Nature's face» 

Thy -pencil take, the colour fpread ; 
On thy canvas curious trace 
Every virtue, every grace. 
That hovers round our William's head. 
Recitative. 
Let Vidlory before him fly. 
And Fortitude with fted&ft eye ; 
Let Prudence with her mirror hafle. 
Studious of future by the paft ; 
With Induflry in vigour blooming. 
And Science knowing much, yet leis ai&uning. 

R a X To 
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He pluck'd the bough, the Wreath he wOfve 
Sacred to William, and to love. 
And taught this vocal woods aitmnd 
His name and I^li^*s to refonnd. . 

Air. 
Of peace rdtei-^d the fliephfetd fong. 

And pknty fiAflihg oVr the fields ; 
Of peace reftblM t!i!e woodlands rung. 

And all tfite fwteels that tjutet yields ; 
Of love he fung and Delia*^ charms. 
And allTcftorM by Williab^'s aiittJ. 

RECtTATlVE. 

Driv'n from his native foil bdlov'd. 
By coft and catre rfot unimprov*d, 
A northern fwain hiinfelf betook 
To reft, in thrft ^fe^dter'a hook. 
One fav'rite lamb efcafp'fl ^e fpoil. 
The only aflfcd"<Jf all his 'toil'; 
Which now o^^rfJJeiit Ife dit^e brfcfre. 
Now fondling in his bofom bOre. 
He heard, tfhd ftraJtthe daafe Hequir'H, 
With woftd^ »(We dian e«vy fc'd. 

Ata. 
Say, fwain, by what good pow'r 
TlrbuAwn^ Ehe fleetingiiotir. 
With ftrains that woirdennbve. 
And tell of ibfe'^sd Idve; 



While 
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While I by war's akrms 
Am forc'd from fafety's arms ; 
From home and native air. 
And all their fecial care. 
Say, fwain, &c. 

Recitative. 
Again, replied the fwain, repair 
To northern fields and native air ; 
Again thy kindly home review. 
And all its {bcial cares renew. 
Within what cave, or foreft deep. 
To grief indulgent or to deep. 
Haft thou eicap'd the general joy. 
Sweet gift of Britain's fav'rite Boy ? 

Air. 
'Twas William's toil this leifurc gave. 

By him I tune my oaten reed. 
By him yon golden harvefts ware. 

By him thefe herds in fafety fsed : 
Him ihall our grateful fdn|;8 declare 
Ever to Britiih fhepkerds dear. 

Duet. 
Him (hall our grttelid ibngs declare 
Ever to Britiai fh^erds dear. 



R4 CAN. 
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C A N T A T A VL The Religious* 
Recitative. 
Here tyrant Superftition, .ugly fiend. 
Harpy with an angel's face, 
Monfter in Religion's drefs. 
Thy impious pray'rs and bloody vifions end* 

Hence with thy fifter Perfecution, go 

Hence with all her pleafing dreams 

Of martyrs' groans, and virgins' fcreams. 
The ilretching rack, and horrid wheel. 

Slow fires, and confecrated fteel. 

And ev'ry prieftly implement of woe. 

And ev'ry threatened tool of hoodwink'd zeal. 
Ingenious Rome can find, or tortur'd Nature feel. 

Air. 
From Britain's happier clime repair 

To fouthem funs and flaviih 

To empty halls. 

To midnight bells. 

To cloifter'd walls. 

To gloomy cells 

Where moping Melancholy dwells- 

William's name fhall reach you there. 

And fink your fouls with black deipair. 

Recitative. 

The Hero comes, and with him brings 

Fair Hope, that ibars on Cherub's wings ; 

Firm 
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Firm Faith attends with ftedfaft eye, 
Intent on things above the (Icy, 
To mortal ken unknown ; and She, 
Meek and feemly, kind and free. 
Ever hoping, ftill believing. 
Still forbearing, ftill forgiving, 
Greateft of the heavenly Three. 

Air-. 
Britons, join the godlike train. 
Learn, that all but Truth is vain. 

And to her lyre attune your joy : 
No gifts fo pure as thofe ihc iings. 

To praife the heav*nly-favour'd Boy. 

The Marriage of the Myrtle and the Yew, 

A FABLE. 

To DELIA, about to many beneath herfelf. 1744. 

By the Same. 

A Myrtle flourifli'd 'mongft the flowers, 
•^^ And happy pafs^d her maiden hours : 
The lovely Rofc, the garden's queen. 
Companion of this flunb was feen ; 

The 
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The Lilly fair, the Violet blue. 

The Eglantine befide her grew : 

The Woodbine's arms did round her twine. 

With the pale genteel JefTamine : 

With her's the Tuberofe mix'd her fwcet ; 

The flow'rs were gracious, fhc diicreet. 

The envious ihrub with fome regret. 
Saw all her friends in wedlock met ; 
Up the tall Elm the Woodbine fwarms, 
And twines her marriageable arms ; 
A gorgeous bower the JeiTmine ch<^. 
The glory of fome ancient houfe ; 
With joy fhe views the fhort-liv'd maid. 
The Violet drooping in the fhade ; 
And fees (which pleas*d.her to the quick,) 
The Lilly hug a faplefs flick, 
" And muft Myrtilla flill be feen 
" Pining in ficknefsevw-grcen? 
« Shall fhe."- — 

With that fhe arm'd her brow. 
Which once had conquefls gain'd, but now* 
Too old to diufe, too proud to fue. 
Strikes flag to her good couiin Yew. 

This Yew was fair, and large, and good, 
Efleem'd a inretiy ftkk 9f wood ; 
But never in the 4^4en plac'd. 
Or to be borne by a^flis of tafte 
But in a wildeia^9 "W m&H ; 



\ 
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And cut and clip, what'er you do. 
This pretty ftick was ftill but Yew : 
The pois'nous drops, the balefol fliade 
Struck each gentcelcr flower dead ; 
But Myrtle, being ever-green. 
Thought Nature taught to wed her km. 
And carelefs of th* event, withdrew 
From her old friends, and fought her Yew. 

Behold the am'rous flirub tranfplanted. 
And her laft prayer in vengeance gnmted. 
The bride and bridegroom cling together, 
Enjdy the fair, and fcom foul weather. 
Vifits are pay'd : around are feen 
The fcrubbed race of ever-green, 
Th' ill-natur'd Holly, ragged Box, 
And Yew's own family in flocks : 
But not a flow'r of icent or flavour 
Would do the bride fo great a favour. 
But in contempt drew in dieir leaves. 
And flirunk away, as Senfltives. 
The blulhing » Queen, with decent pride, 
Turn'd, as fhe paisM, iier head afide ; 
The Lilly nice, was like to ipoe 
To fee Myrtilla Mrs. Yrw : 
The Eglantine, a prude by natiiFe, - 
Wou'd never go a-ncar the Creacfaen; 
And die gay Weodbine geiee a flftimt. 
Nor aniwer'd her bvtr^HBdi « iMUtt. 

The Rofe. Poor 
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« 

Poor Myrtle, ftrangely morti^M, 
Too late refumes her proper pride ; 
Which heighten'd now by pique and fpleen, 
Paints her condition doubly mean. 
She four'd her mind, grew broken-hearted. 
And foon this fpiteful world departed ; 
And now lies decently interr'd. 
Near the old Yew in church-yard. 

On a BAY-LE AF, pIuckM from Virgil's 
Tomb, near Naples. 1736. 

By the Same. 

BOLD was the irreligious hand 
That could all reverence withftand* 
And facrilegioufly prefume ^ 
To rob the poet's facred tomb 
Of fo much honourable fhade. 
As this, fo fmall a trophy, made ; 
Could dare to pluck from Virgil's brow 
The honours Nature did beftow. 

* Sweetly the gentle goddefs fmilM, 
And liften'd to her favourite child ; 
Whether in ihepherd's cleanly weed 
He deftly tun'd his oaten rccd, 

a Pafcua. And 
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And taught the vocal woods around 

His Amaryllis to refound ; 

b Or taught he in a graver ibain 

To cloath the field with waving grain ; 

And in the marriage-folds to twine 

The barren elm, and clufter'd vine ; 

To yoke the laboring ox, to breed 

To the known goal, the foaming fteed ; 

And fung the manners, rights, degrees. 
And labours of the frugal bees ; 

c Or whether with iEneas' name 
He fweird th' extended cheek of Fame, 
And all his god-like labours fung. 
Whence Rome's extended glories fprung ; 

The goddefs fmiPd, and own'd Ihe knew 
Th' original from whence he drew. 
And grateful ftie, fpontaneous gave • 
This living honour to his grave. 

Hail, thou fweet (hade, whofe rev*renc*d name 

Still foremoft in the mouth of Fame, 

Doth preference and value give. 

And teach this little leaf to live : 

Methinks fecluded from that brow. 

Where grateful Nature bad it grow. 

This beauteous green ihould fade away. 

And yield to iron-tooth'd decay ; 

But Virgil's name forbids that crime. 

And blunts the threat'ning fcythe of Time. 

b Rura, « Ducts* 

To 
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To C H L O E. 

Written on my Birth-Day, 1734. 
By the Same. 

TH E minutes, the hours, the days, and the years. 
That fill up the current of Time, 
Neither flowing with hopes, neither ebbing with fears. 
Unheeded rolPd on to my prime. 



In infancy prattling, in youth full of play. 

Still pleas'd with whatever was new, 
I bid the old cripple fly fwifter away, 

To o'ertake fome gay trifle in view. 

But when Chloe, with fweetnef^^ and fenfe in her look, 

Firfl: taught me the leflbn of love ; 
Then I counted each fliep the wing'd fugitive took. 

And bad him more leifurely move. 



Stop, run-away, flop; nor thy journey purfue. 
For Chloe has giv'n m^ her heart : 

To enjoy it thy years will prove many too few. 
If you make fo much hafte to depart. 



Still, 
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Still, ftill he flies on— flill, Ml let him fly, 
'Till he's dred, aad panting for breath ; 

My love both his tecdi and hisfcythe fhall defy- 
That can only be conquered by Death. 

A S O N G. 

By the Same. 
Set to Mufick by Dr. G R E E N £• 

I. 

To filent groves, where weeping yew 
With fadly moamful cyprefs join'd. 
Poor Damon from the plains withdrew. 
To eafe with plaints his love-fick mind ; 
Pale willow into myftick wreaths he wove. 
And thus lamented his Ibrfaken love. 

11. 
How often, Celia, faithlefs maid. 
With arms entwined did we walk 
Beneath the clofe unpierced ihade. 
Beguiling 6me with amorous talk ! 
But that, alas ! is paft, and I moft prove 
The pangs attending^^oft fbrftken love. 

III. But 
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III. 

But think not, Celia, I will bear 

With dull fubmiffion all the fmart ; 
No, ril at once drive out deipair. 
And thy lov'd image in my heart : 
AU^^rts, all charms I'll pradUfe to remove 
^he pangs atten^ng on forfaken love. 

- . IV. , 
Bacchus, with greeneft ivy crown'd. 
Hither repair with all thy train ; 
And chace the jovial goblet round. 
For Celia triumphs in my pain : 
With gen'rous wine aflift me to remove 
The pangs attending on forfaken love. 

V. 

Cou'd reafon be fo drown*d in wine. 

As never to revive again. 
How happy were this heart of mine 
Reliev'd at once from all its pain ! 
But reafon ftill with love returns, to prove 
The torments lafting of forfaken love. 

VI. 
Bring me the nymph, whofe gen'rous foul 
Kindles at the circling bowl ; 
Whofe fparkling eye with wanton fire 
Shoots thro' my blood a fierce deiire ; 
For ev*ry art I'll pra^ife to remove 
The pangs attjsnding oa foriaken love. 

VII. And 
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vir. 

And what is all this tranfient flame ? 

'Tis but a blaze, and feen no more | 
A blaze that lights us to our fhamey 
And robs us of a gay four-fcore ; 
Reafon again with love returns, to prove 
The torment lafting of forfaken love. 

vm. 

Hark ! how the jolly huntfman's cries. 
In concert with the op'hing hounds, 
Retid the wide concave of the (kies. 
And tire dull £ch6 with their founds : 
Thou Phoebe, goddefs of the chace, remove 
The pangs attending on forfaken love. 

IX. 
Ah me ! the fprightly-bounding doe. 
The chace, and every thing I view. 
Still to my mind recall my woe ; 
So Celia fUes, fb I purfue : 
So rooted here, no arts can e'er remove 
The pangs attending on forfaken love. 

X. 
. Then back poor Damon to thy grove. 
Since nought avails to eafe thy pain ; 
Let conftancy thy flame improve. 
And patiefice anfu^er her difdain : 
So gratitude may Cblia*8 bofbm move. 
To pity and reward thy conftant love. 
VoL.IU. S- FASHION. 
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FASHION: A Satire. 

Honejitus pufamusy quod frequentius ; teSii apud ncs locum 
tenet error y ubi publicus fa3us* Senec^. 

YE S, yes, my frieii(], difguife it as you will. 
To right or wr<mg 'tis Faihion guides U9 ftill : 
A few perhaps rife ilngularly good. 
Defy, and flcm the fool-o'erwhelming flood ; 
The reft to wander from their brethern fear. 
As fecial herrings in large fhoals appear. 

*Twas not a taftc, but powerful mode, th^t bade 
' Yon' purblind, poking peer run pifture mad ; 
With the fame wonder-gaping face he ft^es 
On flat Dutch dawbing, as on Gujdo's eirs; 
What might his oak-crown'd manors mortgaged gain ? 
Alas ! five faded landfeapes of ^ Lorain e. 

Not fo Gargilius -fleek voluptuous lord, 

A hundred dainties fmoak upon his board ; ' 
Earth, air, and ocean's ranfack'd for the feaft, ^ 
In mafquer^de of foreign Oi^Lio's drefs'd ; 
Who praifes, in this fauce^enamour'd age. 
Calm, healthful temperance, like an Indian fgge: 



* Claude Lcraine. 



But 
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But could hte walk lapnblick, were it faid> 

" Gargilius din*d on beef, ^mkI cat brown bread i" 

Happy the grottdM hermk witk his 9oile» 

Who wants lio truffles, ricli iiigouts-**nor t Hulsb. 

How ftridl on Saadays gay LaETCTiA's face ! 
How curi'd her hair, how dean her Bruil^-lacie 1 
She lifts her eyes> her fpaHdin^ eyes to heair'a# 
Mod nun-like moumfi, 4nd hopes to be fbr^iv'iu 
Think not ibe prays, or is grown penitent' ■ ■ * 
She went to chutck — becaoie the p6rifii went. 

Clofe Chremes, deaf to the pale widow's grief. 
Parts with an unfun'd guinea for relief; 
No meltings o'er his ruthleis bofom Ileal, 
More than fierce Arabs, or proud tyrants feel ; 
Yet, fince his neighbours give, the churl unlocks. 
Damning the pooi*, his triple-bolted box. 

Why loves not Hippia rank obicenity ? 
Why would Ihe not with twenty porters lie ? 
Why not in crowded Malls quite naked walk ? 
Not aw'd by virtue — ^but.** The world would talk."-— •' 
Yet how demurely looks the wifliing maid. 
For ever, but in bed, of man afraid ! 
Thus c Hammon's fpring by day feels icy<ool. 
At night is hot as hell's fulphureoas pool. 

Each panting Warble of VEscoNri*e throat. 
To Dick, is heav'nlier than a ieraph's note ; 

*» Th/f ?hyfician, 

^ Lucretiui^ lib. 6. 848. 

S % The 
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The thrills, he Avears, foft-ftealing to his bread. 
Are lullabies, to footh his cares to reft ; 
Are fweeter far, than Laura's lafcious kifs. 
Charm the whole man, and lap his foul in blifs : 
Who can fuch counterfeited raptures bear. 
Of a deaf fool who fcarce can thunders hear ? 
Crowdero might with him forPESTiN pafs, 
And touching Handel yield to trifling Hasse. 

But curd-fac'd Curio comes! all prate, and fmilcy 
Supreme of bieaux, great bulwarks of our ifle ! 
Mark well his feather'd hat, his gilt cockade. 
Rich rings, white hand, and coat of ftiiF brocade. 
Such weak-wing'd May-flies Britain's troops difgrace. 
That Flandria, wond'ring, mourns our alter'd race : 
With him the fair, enraptur'd with a rattle, 
OfVAUXHALL, Garrick, Or Pamel A prattle : 
This felf-pleas'd king of emptinefs permit 
At the de^ toillette harmlefsly to fit ; 
As mirthlefs infants, idling out the day, 
With wooden fwords, or toothlefs puppies play: 
Tis meaner (cries the mauling) to command 
A conquering hoft, or fave a finking land. 
Than furl fair Flavia's fan, or lead a dance. 
Or broach new-minted Fashions frefh from France. 

O France, whofe-edifb govern dreft andmeat^ 
Thy vidor Britain bends beneath thy feet ! 
ra nge ! that pert grafshoppers fliould lions lead. 
And teach to hop, and chirp slctoCs the mead : 

Of 
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Of fleets and laurcrd chiefs let others boaft. 

Thy honours arc to bow, dance, boil and roaft. . 

Let Italy give mimick canvas fire. 

Carve rock to life, or tune the lulling lyre ; 

For gOiU let rich Potosi be renown'd, « ; 

Be balmy-breathing gums in India found ; 
, *Tis thine for flaves to teach the ihantieft cut^. 

Give empty coxcombs more important flruts, 

Prefcribe new rales for knots, hoops, manteaus, wigs. 

Shoes, foups, complexions, coaches, farces, jigs. 
MuscXALiA dreams of laft night's ball till ten. 

Drinks chocolate, ihx>aks Fop, and deeps agen, ; 

Perhaps at twelve dares ope her drowfy eyes, 

Aflcs Lucy if' tis late enough to rife; 

By three each curl and feature juftly fet. 

She dines, talks fcandal, vifits, plays picquette t 

Meanwhile her babes with fome fpul nurfe remain, ' 

For modern dames a mother's cares difdain; ; 

Each fortnight pnce fhe bears to fee the brats, 

" For oh thfey ftun one's ears, like fqualling cats !•* 

Tigprs arid pards proteft, and nurfe their young. 

The pafent-fnak€ will roll hef forked tongue, 

The vujtur hovers vengeful o'er her neil. 

If the rqdje hand her hclplefs brood infeft ^ r 

Shall lovely woman, fofteft frame of heav'n, 

To whom were tears, and feeling pity giv'n, 

Moll falhionably cruel, lefs regard 

Her offspring, "than the vultur, ihake, and pard.* 

53 What 
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What art, OFashilon^ pow't fupMme below I 
You make us- virtue, naJsu^e,. fenfe, fbregp-i 
You fanftify knave, athcift, wiiore, and fooly 
And fhidd from juftice, fltame, and ridicolbi 
Our grandames modies> long absent from onr eyes/ 
At your all-powerful' bidding duteous rife ; 
A§ Arethusa funk' beneath the plaih 
For many a leagt;e, emerging flows again ; 
Now d Mary's mobs, and: flounces you approve^ 
Now fluiperdifguiflng facks,. and flippers love : 
Scarce have you. chofe (like Fortune fond to jokeX 
Some reigning drefs^ but you the choice, revjc^e : 
So when the deep^tongu'd orga<n^s notes- fwellihigh^ 
And loud HosANNAHs^reach the diflant flty. 
Hark, how at on<ce the dying flrains decay^ 
And foften unexpededly away. 
The peer, prince, peafant^ foldier, (quire, diving 
Goddefs of Change,, bend low befbre^your fhrine. 
Swearing to follow, wherefoe'er you lead^ 
Tho' you eat toads, or walk upon your head; 

*Tis hence belles game, intrigue, fip citron^diams^ 
And hide their lovely locks wkh « headsof ranis 5 
Hence girls, once modeftj without blufli appear. 
With legs difpla/di and fwan^foftbofbms bares 



a Mis^r^ queen of Scgts mohsy much ivorn. hy the ladies* 
t TetS diMoutoHf litiralt^tranjkacd:'' 

Hence 
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Hence ftale, autUmhal dames> flill deck'd with laces. 

Look like vile catiker'd coins in velvet cafes. 

Afk you, why whores Hve more bl^lov'd than wives. 

Why weeping virtde exiFd, flattery thrives. 

Why mad for penfions, Britons young and old 

Adore bafe minifters, thofe calves of gold, 

Why widing templars oft religion joke. 

Fat, rofy juftices, drhi^ doze, and feioak. 

Dull criticks on beft bards poiir harml^ (pite. 

As babes that mumble C6iW,' canhc«f bite. 

Why knaves irialifcibtft, hf6tK^f-krirfv« <Jft¥Brace, 

With hearts of gaM', bUt cdurtly-fAiilih^ fkt^'y 

Why fcornfal Folly from fier gawdy coach. 

At ftarving houfelefs VncTtjE points rept^^h-, 

Why Av^mcE isf tkd great all-W6f(hip'd Gc^f 

Methinks fome Dc^mon aufWcre^— ** 'Tisthlt nftidel^* - 

At this GoilkuPTioN fniiles with ghalHy griiiy 
Prefaging triumphs'' t6 h^r mother, Sijf ; ' ■ 

Who, as widi banefd wings aloft flie flies, ' 

** This falling lahd be mine ["—exulting crl^s j • ' 
Grim Tyrai^jty attends her on her waiy," • ., ^ 

And frowns, aAd wh^tfe his fword tHit tfiirfts to fliy. 

Look, frorii' thcf frigid tty the tbrt^idzcJfte, 
By cuftom all are led, by nature none. 'J 

f The hungry Tart Alt' Tides- upon his merftj 
To cook the dainty flefh witli buttock's hdat ; 

f Thefolloivingfa^s are taken from thi accounts of different 
countries^ 

S 4 . The 
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^he Chin£sb complaifantly takes liis bed 
With his big wife, and is with cawdle fed. 
How would our tender Britifh beauties fhriek, 
To fee ilim beaux on bulls their lances break I 
Yet not LuciNDA, in heroic Spain, 
Admits a youth, but who his beaft has flain. 
See, wond'rous lands, where the fell vi£lor brings. 
To his glad wives, the heads of flaughter'd kingsj 

The mangled heads! o'er which they flng and laugh. 

And in dire banquets the warm life-blood quaff; 

Where youths their grandHres, age-bent, trembling, grey. 

Pitying their weary weakncfs, kindly flay : 

Where fainted Brack mans, fick of life, retire. 

To die fpontaneous on the fpicy pyre ; 

Where (ftranger ftill !) with their wild dates content. 

The iiraple fwains no fighs for gold torment. 

How fondly partial are our judgments grown. 
We deem all manners odious, but our own ! 

O teach me, friend, to know wife Nature's rules^ 

And laugh jf like you, at Fashion's hoodwink'd fools ; 
You, who to wopds remov'd from modifh fin, 
Defpifq the diflant world's hoarfe, bufy din ; 
As fliepherds from high rocks hear far below. 
Hear unconcern'd loud torrents fiercely flow ; 
You, tho' ma4 millions the mean tafle upbraid. 
Who ftill love Virtue, fair, forfaken maid ; 
As Bacchus charming Ariadne bore, 
By all abandon'd, from the lonefome ftiore, 

■ NA^ 
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NATURE and FORTUNE. 

To the Earl of Chesterfield. 



NATURE and Fortune blith and gay, 
To pafs an hour or two. 
In frolick mood agreed to play 
At " What (hall this man do ?" 



Come, ril be judge then, Fortuxb cries, , 

And therefore muft be blind; 
Then whipt a napkin round her eyes. 

And ty'd it fail behind. 

Nature had now prepar'd her lift 

Of names on fcraps of leather. 
Which roU'd, ihe gave ihem each a twift. 

And hulled them together. 

Thus mixt, whichever came to hand. 

She very furely drew ; 
Then bade her fifter give command. 

For what that man fhould do. 

' Twould 



^Twould almoft burft one's fides to hear 
Wkat ftrangc comHumds fhe gave ; 

'fjlat C— -^R fhouM t^e ImttV wea^> 
And C E an army have. 

At length when Stanhope's name was come. 
Dame Nature fmil'd and ciy'd. 

Now tell me, fjfter, this man's doom, 
Af^ what fhoil' him betii^e f 

That man, faid FoidTifi^i^ fhail be one 

Bled both b;^3titt and! me 4i*ifi«i- 
Nay, then, quoth Nature, let's have done ; 

Sifter, I'm fore ytto fee. 




* 1 
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The EXCEPTION. 

STANHOPE has gained one branch of fame. 
To whkhv ril provey he has no dainr. 

Say they-—*' His fiLvours He extends^ 
** Without regard tO' wedidH- <*>* friends : 
« Offuchdifintercfled'^irh^- 
" Nothing prevails, with him, btrt mfetit ; 
" Nay, he'H diQ)enfb with merit* too, 
" When modfiflf want can reach his Tiew.** 

Mere prejudice ! 'tis plain to me. 
No man^tidces fweeter bHbes than he. 
To clipar this point from any. doubts 
A parallel fhall help me out. 

The noble Fitlvia fpnmsat gain : 
Freely flie heals her lover's pain : 
But, furely, you'll allow roe this^r 
That, when (he grants, ihe fhares the bli^. 

So Stan^opp, in each gen'rous a^ion. 
Reaps more than half the fatisi^dUon. 



To 
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To thfc Earl of C H E $;T J^ RrF I.E-L D. 



C 



AN eafe be confiftcnt witH ilatt t. ■ 

Can freedom and pomp thai agre^. ? 

O Stanhope, who wou^d hot be greats 

Jf eafy in greatnefs- like dice ^ 

Let flatefmen pretend to 'defpife - 
Thofe talents that farnifh delight, 

'Tis Stanhope's alone to be wifeji 

Yet pleafure with wifdom unite. 



r\ 
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State burthens with form the gay foul. 
Unbended ^lone we tafte joy. 
Too foon our grey hairs muft controul 
That blifs which our prime ihould employ. 
Then, Stanhope, be bleft in your choice^ 
Be happy your life in each itage ; 
Whilft fpirits attend you rejoice. 
You've wifdom enough for old age* 



HONOUR- 
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HONOUR. A Poem. 

By the kev. Dr. B R O W N. 

Infcribed to the'Right Hon. the LoM Vifc. Lonsdale. 

iiic Manus oh Patriam pugnando Quitter a paffi ; 

^ique Sacer dotes cafti dum *vita manebat ; 

^ique pa Fates, ^ Phabo digna locutij 

In<ventas aut qui Vitam excoluere per Artes, 

^ique fui memores altos fecere merendo ; 

Omnibus bis ni*vea cinguntur Tempora fvitta. ViR. JEik^ 6. 

_ _«- IVbo Jball go about 

To couzen Fortune, and be honourable 

Without the ^tanip of Merit P Shakespear. 

YE S ; all, my Lord, ufurp fair Honour's fame, 
Tho' falfe as various be the boafled claim : 
Th' ambitious miier fwells his boundlefs dore, 
'And dreads that higheft fcandal, to be poor ; 

Ver/e l, l^c. The <varibus and ridiculous pretenfions of 
mankind to- Honour and Fame enumerated, 

IMITATIONS. 

Ver, i.Sfff. Om^Pbonneur, Valincour, eft cheri dans le>nonae^^ 
UAfnbitieux le met fou<vent a tout bruler^ 
UA'vare a voir chex lui le Parole rouler, 
Une faux brave a vanter fa pfbiieje frivole. 

His 
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His wifer heir derides the dotard's aim, J 

/Ind bids prQ&fioa biih^ him mto fkaie. 

0& Hoiu>ur> peEchiog on the ribon^d brea&f 

Sneers at weak juftice, and defies th' arreft ; 

She dwells exulting on liie tongues of king^s ; 

She wakes the Mufe to flight, and pUimes her wings ; lo 

The foldier views her in the fhining blade ; 

The pedant 'midft the lumber in his head. 

She to fell Treafon the difguife can lend. 

And fheath her fword remorfelefs in a friend : 

Her throne's fimtaiiick pride, we often fee 15 

Rear'd on the tombs of Truth and Honefty ; 

Fops, templars,-— courticr3, flaves,---chcats, patriots, — all 

Pretend to hear, and to obey her call* 

Where fix we then ? — Each boafting thus his own. 
Say, does true Honour dwell with all, or none ? 20 

The truth, my Lord, is clear :— Tho* impious pride 
Is ever felf-ador'd, felf-deify'd ; 
Though fools by paflion or felf-love betray'd. 
Fall down and worihip what themfelves have Hiade ; 

Ferje 21.. Tho^ th£y are thus tncenftant and c<mtradi£lory^ 
yet true Honour is a thing fixed and determinate, 

IMITATIONS. 

XJn ijrai four hey a jamais ne garder fa parole, 
Ce Poete a noircir d^infipides Papier Sy - 
Ce marquis a fa^oir frauder ces creanciers,- 



Interrogeons marchands, financiers, gens du guerre $ 
Courtifans^ magifirats, ehez euxy fije les croiy 
VInterit ne pcut rien^ Vhonneur fful fait la hi* 

BoiLEAU, Sat. II, 

Still 
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Still does tjbje Goddcisy in lier fonpi diyiixiey ' 
O'er each grim idol eminend^r fhine^ 
Array'd in jafting fflugefty* is Jaiawn 
Thro* every jdime and »ge, unchang'd* ;uid>Ofie. ' 
But how explorVl ? — Take rea&n for yoju: ffdics 
Difcard felf-love ; fet paffion's glais a£de ; 
Nor view hex with the jaundic'd eye xif pride. 
Yet judge not r^ly from a partid view 
Of what is wrong or right, or fajfe or true ; 
Objeds too near deceive th' ob&rver's eye ; 
Examine thofe which at a diflance lie. 3$ 

Scarce is the ftrudurc's harmony defcry'd 
'Midfl the tall column's, and gay order's pride ; 
But tow'rds the deflin'd point your fight rcmoviey 
And this fhall \eEen ftiil, and diat improve. 
New beauties gain upon your wond'ring eyes, 4^ 

And the fair Whole in juft proportion rife. 
Thus Honour's true proportions beft are feen. 
Where the due kijgtk of age^ lies between : 
This feparates pride from greatnefs, (how from worth, 
Detedls falfe beauty, real grace cjdls forth ; 45 

f^er/e 29. If ive ivould form an impartial judgment of 
^what is truly ^omuraiUy ifje nmfi ahftra^ ^11 ^mfidet^ions 
nxjhich regard ourfkl'ves. 

Verfs 32. l^ot only fo^ hut <utf mufi remotve ourfel'ves to 
a proper difiance from the ohjeS nve examine^ left fame p4trt 
nuould predominate in aur^i^e^ a>{d accfijuin a ft^lfe judgment 
of the tuhok, 

; Points 
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i\)ints out what merits praife, what merits blame^ 
Sinks in diigrace, or rifes into fame. 

Come then, from paft examples let us prove 
What raifes hate, contempt, eileem, or love. 
• Can greatnefs give true Honour ? can expence ? 50 
Can luxury ? or can magnificence ? 

Wild is the purpofe, and the fruitlefs aim. 
Like a vile proftitute to bribe fair Fame j 
Perfuafive fplendor vainly tempts her ear, - 
And e*en all-potent gold is baffled here. 55 

* Ye pyramids, thationce could threat the flues, 
Afpiring tow'rs, and cloud-^wrapt wonders, rife ! 
To lateft age your founder's pride proclaim ; 
Record the tyrant's greatnefs ; tell his name ; 
No more : — The treacherous brick andmould'ring ftone 60 
Are funk it\ duU : the boafling title gone : 
Pride's trophies fvvept by Time's devouring flood, 
Th' infcription want, to tell where once they flood. 
But could they rival Nature, Time defy, ' . ■^■' 
Yet what record but Vice or Vanity ? 65 

His the true glory, tho' his name unknown. 
Who taught the arch to fwell ; to rife, the done ; 

Verfe i^. Therefore the fttrefl method is, to pro've By pofi 
examples luhat commands our lo^e and efteem, 

Verfe 5.0, ^r. Experience and grandeur cannot gtme true 
Honour : Their moft fplendid monuments 'vanijb ; and even 
Jhould they laft for ever, could not bejhnv real glory, if enly 
the records of Pride, Tyranny y and Fice. 

5 Not 
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Not his, whofe wild comma^d fair art obey*d, 
Whilft foJly di6bted, or pajQion fway'd. ^ 

No: fpjte of greatnefs, pride and vice are feen, 70 

Shameful in pomp, confpicuoufly mean. 

In vain, O St — d — y, thy proud forefls fpread ; 
In vain each gilded turret rears its head ; 
In vain thy Lord commands the ftreams to fall, 
Extends the view, and fpreads the fmooth canal, 7^ 

While guilt's black train each confcioiis walk invade. 
And cries of orphans haunt him in the fhade* 
Millaken man ! by crimes to hope for^ime 1 
Thy imag'd glory leads to real ihame : 
Is villainy felf-hated ? thus to raife 80 

Upbraiding monuments of foul difgrace ? 
Succeeding times, and ages yet unborn. 
Shall view the guilty fcenes with honeft (corn ; 
Dildain each beauty thy proud folly plann'd. 
And curfe tjie labours of oppreffion's hand. 85 

Next, view the Heroe in th* embattled field : 
True Honour's fruit can conqueft's laurel yield ? 

Him only honour'd, only lov'd we find. 
Who fights not to deftroy, but fave mankind : 
Pelides* fury may our wonder move, 90 

JBut god-like Hector is the man we love. 

Verfe 72, ISc Much le/s if purchased hy OppreJJion and 
Guilt. 

Verfe 86, ^c, True Honour is not to he reaped from un- 
juft Conqueft : It is not Fi^oryy hut a juft Caufe that can 
engage our Efteem, 

Vol. III. T Sec 
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See Willi AM*s fword a tyrant's pride difarm : 
See Lewis trembling under Marlb'ro's anji : 

4 

Say, which to human kind are friends or foes ; 

And who detefts not Thefe, and loves not Thofe ? 95 

Conqueft unjuft can ne'er command applaufe ; 

'Tis not the viftVy charms you, but' the caufe : 

Not Caefar's felf can feign the patriot's part. 

Nor his falfe virtues hide his poifon'd heart : 

But round thy brows the willing laurels twine, 100 

Whofe voice ^ wak'd freedom in the favage mine ! 

Yes : truly glorious, only great is he. 

Who conquers, or who bleeds for liberty. 

** Heroes are much the fame, the point's agreed, 

••From Macedonia's mad-man to the Swede. xo^ 

Like baleful comets flaming in the (kies. 

At deftin'd times th' appointed fcourges rife ; 

Awhile in ftreaming luftre fweep along, 

And fix in wonder's gaze th' admiring throng ; 

Butreafbn's eye detects the fpurious ray, 110 

And the falfe blaze of glory dies away. 

Now all th' aerial cells of wit explore^ 
The mazy rounds of fcience travel o'er ; 
Search all the deep receffes of the mind. 
And fee, if there true Honour fits enflirin'd. iij 

, IMITATIONS. 

Verji^%* Du premier des Ca/ars Qtt 'vante les exploits ; 
Mais dans quel trihunaly juge fui'vant les loix^ 
Eut ilpu difculperfon injufte mdnie ? 

bGuSTAVUS VaSA, 

Alasi 
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Alas, nor wit noi" icience this can boafl» 
Oft dafh*d with error, oft* in caprice loft ! 
Tranfient as bright the fhort-liv'd bubbles flyl 
And modes of wit, and modes of (cience die. 
See Rab'lais once the idol of the age ; I20 

Yet now neglefted lies the fmutted page ! 
Of once renown'd Des Cartes how low the fall,— • 
His glory with his ip^hirlpools vanifh all I 
See folly, wit — ^^d weaknefs, wifdom ftain,— 
And Villars witty — ^Bacon wife in vain ! 125 

Oft' vice corrupts what fenfe and parts refine. 
And douds the fplendor of the brighteft line. 
Sullies what Congreve, and what Dryden writ,—* 
This, fafliion's flave ; as that, the Have of wit. 
In vain fair Genius bids the laurel (hoot, 130 

The deadly worm thus eating at the root : 
Corroded thus, the greeneft wreaths decayy 
And all the poet's honours fall away ; 
Quick as autumnal leaves, the laurels fade. 
And drop on Rochefter's and Otway's head. 135 

Verfe 116. Neither is true glory to he ohtair^d hy njoit or 
fcience : They are chimerical: Sometimes attended ivith folly ^ 
and iveaknefs ; often flained Rvith <vice^ and Jo render their 
fojfejjfbrs mifchievous and infamous, 

IMITATIONS. 
yerfe 126. ye ne puis eftimer ces dangereux auteurs, 
^i de Vhonneur en <vers inf antes deferteurs^ 
Trahijfant la <vertufur un papier coupahle^ 
Auxyeux de leur leSeurs rendent le 'vice amiahle*"'^ 
En vain Vefprit eft pUin d*un nohle viguour ; 
Le versfefent toujifurs des haffejfes £i ceeur. 

BoiLBAV I* Art Poet, Ch. 4. 
T 2 Where 
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Where then is found True Honour, heavenly fair ? 
Alk, Lonsdale, alk your heart — ihe diftates there. 

Yes: 'tis in Virtue : That alone can give 

The lading honour, and bid glory live : 

On virtue's bails only fame can rife, 14.0 

To fland the ftorms of age, and reach the ikies : 

Arts, conqueil, greatnefs, feel the ftroke of fate. 

Shrink fudden, and betray th' incumbent weight ; 

Time with contempt the faithlefs props furveys, 

;f * And buries madmen in the heaps they raife. 145 

'Tis Virtue only can the bard infpire. 
And fill his raptur'd breaft with lailing fire : 
Touch'd by th* etherial ray each kindled line 
Beams fbrong : ilill Virtue feeds the flame divine ; 
Where-e'er ihe treads ihe leaves her footfleps bright, ijo 
In radiant trafts of never-dying light ; 
Thefe ihed the-luflre o'er each faered name. 
Give Spenser's clear, and Shakespear's noble flame ; 
Blaze to the ikies in Milton's ardent fong. 
And kindle the briik-faUying fire of Young ; 155 

Thefe gild each humble verfe in modefl Gay ; . 
Thefe give to Swift the keen, foul-piercing ray ; 
Mildly thro* Addison's chafle page they fhine. 
And glow and warm in Pope's immortal line. ^ 

Nor lefs the fage muil live by Virtue's aid ; .160 

Truth muil fupport him, or his glories fade ; 

Verfe 138. The foundation of true Honour is Virtue only . 
Verfe 153. It is Virtue only that gives the poet lafling 
glory : this pro^pd hy inftanccs. 

And 
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And truth and virtue differ but in name : 

Like light and heat dilUnguilh'd, yet the fame. 

To truth and virtue the afcent is fure ; 

The wholfome Ibeam implies the fountain pure ; 165 

To tafte the fpring we oft' cflay in vain : 

Deep lies the fource, too Ihort is reafon's chain ; 

But thofe the iffues of pure truth we know, 

"Which in clear ftrength thro* virtue's channel flow: 

Error in vain attempts the foul difguife, 170 

Still tailed in the bitter wave of vice ; 

Drawn from the fprings of Falfehood all confefs 

Each baneful drop that poifons happinefs ; 

G~rd— n's thin fhallows, Tindal's muddy page. 

And Morgan's gall, and Woolfton's furious rage; 175 

Th'en- 

Verfe 164. The philofopber can only hope for true glory . 
from the fame fource; hecaufe Truth is his ohjeS^ and nothing 
can he Truth that tends to deftroy Virtue and Happinefs, 

Verfe 174. Hence appears the madnefsy infamy ^ andfalje- 
hood of thofe deftruSli've fchemes fet on foot by the fe£i called . 
Free-Thinkers* 

REMARKS. 

G'-rd—n^s thin Shallo<ws,^ The ivori here characterized is 
entitled " The independent fVhig, or a defence of our eccle^ 
" fiaftical Eftablijhment ;" Tet it may be truly affirmed^ that 
there is ikit one infitution ofihe Church of England^ but «what 
is there *mijreprefentedy and ridiculed luith the lo^weft and . 
mofi defpicdble fcurriliiy. 

TindaVs muddy page ^ Alluding to the confufion^f Ideas^ 
«which that dull 'writer labours under, 

Morgan,^ His character is thus dranvn by an excellent 'wri- 
ter'^** Who by the peculiar felicity of a good choice^ ha'ving 
" learned his Morality of our T indole and bis Fhilofophy of. 
" your [the Jews] Spino»a, calls himfelf^ by the courtefy of 

T 3 «< England^ 
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Th* cnvenomM ftream that flows from Toland's quill. 
And the rank dregs of Hobbes and Mandeville, 
Detefted names ! yet fcntenc'd ne'er to die ; 
Snatch' d from oblivion's grave by infamy I 

Infeft-opinions, hatch'd by folly's ray, 1 80 

Balk in the beam that wing'd them, for a day i 
Truth, phoenix-like immortal, tho' Ihe dies. 
With ftrength renew'd fhall from her afhes rife. 

See, how the luftre of th' Athenian f fage 
Shines thro' the lengthen'd gloom of many an age ! 1 85 
Virtue alone fo wide the beam cou'd fpread. 
And throw the lafting glory round his head. 
See Newton chafe conje£lure's twilight ray. 

And light up nature into certain day ! 

♦ 

^* England, a Moral PhilofopberJ*^ Ware. Di<v, Leg, of 
Mo/es dent. Vol. II. Ded, p, 20. 

Toland,] A noted ad<vocate for that fpecies of Atheijm com- 
monly called Pantheifm, 

Ihbhesi\ It is confejfed he nxias a man of Genius and Learn- 
ing: Yet thro* a ridiculous affectation of being regarded €u the 
founder of ne^w Syftems, hi has ad'vanced many things even 
belo'w confutation* 

^ande'uilleJ] The Author of that monftrous heap of contra- 
diSiion and abfurdity* " The Fable of the Bees^ or prifuate 
•* Vices publick Benefits.^* The reader <who is acquatftted 
nvith the (writings ofthofe Gentlemen, ivill probably ofderme a 
kind of climax in this place ; afcending from thofe njJho have 
attempted to dejiroy the federal fences of virtue^ to the <wild 
boars of the mjood thai root it up, 

Verje \%c, F alfehood fiort-lived \ Truth eternal* 

Verfe 184, ^c. Examples hf the t<ivo moft illujiriom phi' 
hfophers that ever adorned the nvorldi th om ixctSmt in 
morale the other in natural knovuUdg^* 
t S0CRAtfe«« 

He 
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He wide creation's tracklefs mazes trod ; I90 

And in each atom fopnd the ruling God. 
Unrival'd pair ! with truth and virtue fraught ! 
Whofe lives confirm'd whate'er their reafon taught ! 
Whofe far-ftretch'd views, and bright examples join'd 
At once t' enlighten and perfuade mankind ! 195 

Ilail names rever*d ! which time and truth proclaim 
The firll and faireft in the lift of fame. 

Kings, ftatefmen, patriots, thus to glory rife ; 
Off virtue grows their fame, or foon it dies ; 
But grafted on the vigorous ftock, 'tis fecn 200 

Brightened by age, and fprings in endlefs green : 
Pride, folly, vice, may bloflbm for an hour. 
Fed by court-fun-fhine, and poetick fhow'r ; 
But the pale tendrils, nurs'd by flattery's hand. 
Unwearied tendance, frefh fupplies demand ; 205 

I^y heats unnatural puih'd to fudden growth. 
They ficken at th' inclement blafts of truth ; 
Shook by the weakeft breath that pafles by. 
Their colours fade, they wither, droop, and die. 

*Tis Virtue only that fhall grow with time, 210 

Live thro' each age, and fpread thro* every dime. 
See god-like patriots, gen'rous, wife, and good. 
Stand in the breach, and ftem corruption's flood ! 



Ferfe 198, £sff. Kings^ ftatefmeny andpatrUtSf muft huild 
their fame on Virtue. 
Verji 204* Flmer^ cannot raifefoUj 9r nn^i into true glory. 

T 4 Sec 



[ 296 ] 

_See martyr-bifhops at the flake expire. 
Smile on the faggot, and defy its fire ! 215 

How great in exile Hyde and Tully flione ! 
How Alfred's virtues brighten'd all his throne ! 
From worth like this unbidden glories ftream ; 
Nor borrow'd blaze it aCcs, nor fortune's beam; 
Afflidlion's gloom but makes it ftijl more bright, 220 

As the clear lamp Ihines cleared in the night. 

Thus various honours various dates adorn. 
As diiFerent ftars with different glories burn ; 
Their orbs too wider, as their fphere is higher ; 
Yet all partake the fame celeflial fire. 225 

See then heav'n's endlefs bounty, and confefs. 
Which gives in Virtue fame and happinefs ! 
See mankind's folly, who the boon defpife. 
And grafp at pain and infamy in Vice I 

Not fo the man who mov'd by Virtue's laws, 230 

Reveres himfelf— and gains, not feeks applaufe ; 
Whofe views dbncenter'd all to Virtue tend ; 
Who makes true glory but his fecond end : 

REMARKS. 

See martyr-bijhopsy \£c!\ 7 he catalogue of thefe heroes y 

through the federal ages of Chriftianity, is too large te be in' 

ferted in a 'work (f this nature : Thofe of our o^wn Country 

nxjere Ridley, Latimer, and the good (tho* lefs fortunate) 

Cranmer. 

Verfe zzz. Thus it appears that e*very one has the ponver 
of obtaining true honour , by promoting the happinejs of man- 
kind in his proper ft ation, 

Verfe 226. And thus the love of fame ^ tho* often perverted 
$0 bad ends, is naturally conducive to- virtue and happinejs* 
< , Ferfe 230, yc. Trui hQfiour chara^eri?^ d and exemplify* d. 

StiU 
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Still fway'd by what is fit, and juft, and true. 

Who gives to all whatever to all is due ; . 235 

When parties mad fedition's garb put on. 

Snatches the higheft praife, — and is of none : 

Whilft round and round the veering patriots roll, 

Unfhaken points to Truth, as to his pole ; 

Contemns alike what fadlions praiie or blame ; 240 

0*er rumour's narrow orbit foars to fame : 

Unmov'd whilft malice barks, or envy howls. 

Walks firm to virtue through the feoffs of fools ; 

No minion flatters ; gains no felfifh end; 

His own— his king's—his country's-v-mankind's friend; — 

Him Virtue crowns with wreaths that»ne'er decay; 246 

And glory circles him with endlefs day. 

Such he who deep in Virtue roots his fame ; 
And fuch thro' ages fhall be Lonsdale's name. 

0000000<K*K>0000<>00 

ODE to a Water Nymph, 



By Mr. Mason. 

E green-hair'd nymphs ! whom Pan allows 
To tend this fweetly-folemn f Wood, 
To fpeed the (hooting fcions into boughs. 
And call the rofeate bloflbms from the bud ; 



Y 



f A feat nean * * finely fituated 'with a great command of 
'watery hut difpofedina^veryfalfetafte^ ijohkh ga<ve occafion 
to this Ode. 

But 
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But chief, thou Naid, wont fo long to lead 
This fluid cryftal fparkling as it flows ; 

Whither ah ! whither art thou fled ? 

What fhade is confcious to thy woes ? 

Ah ! 'tis yon poplar's aweful gloom ; 

Poetick eyes can pierce the fcene. 
Can fee thy drooping head, thy with'ring bloom. 
See grief difFus'd o'er all thy languid mein. 
Well may'ft thou wear misfortune's fainting air. 
Well rend thofe flow'ry honours from thy brow. 

Devolve that length of carelefs hair. 

And give yon azure veil to flow 

Loofe to the wind. For ah ! thy pain 

The pitying Mufe can well relate 4 
Ah ! let her, plaintive, pour the tend'reft flrain. 
To teach the Echoes thy difaflxous fate. 
'Twas where the alder's clofe-knit fliade entwin'd 
(What time the dog-ftar's fires intenfely bum,) 

In gentleft indolence reclin'd, 

Befide your ever- trickling urn 

You flept ferene ; all free from fears. 

No friendly dream foretold your harm^ 
When fudden, fee ! the tyrant Art appears 
To fnatch the liquid treafures from thy arm. 
Art, Gothick Art, has feiz'd thy darling vafe. 
That vafe which filver-flipper'd Thetis gave. 

For fome foft flory told with grace. 

Amid th' aflbciates of the wave ; 

When 
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When in fequefter'd coral vales. 
While worlds of waters rolled above. 
The circling fea-nymphs told alternate tales 
Of fabled changes, and of flighted love. 
Ah ! lofs too jufUy moum'd ! for now the fiend 
Has on yon ihell-wrought terras pois'd it high. 
And thence he bids its ftreams deicend^ 
With torturing regularity ; 
From flep to flep with fullen (bund 
The forc'd cafcades indignant leap. 
Till pent they fill the bafon's meafur'd round. 
There in a dull flagnation doom'd to fleep. 
Loft is the vocal pebble's gurgling fong. 
The rill foft-dripping fiom its rocky fpring. 
No free meander winds along. 
Or curls, when Zephyr waves his wing, 
Thefe charms, alas I are now no more- 
Fortune, oh ! give me to redeem 
The ravifh'd vafe ; oh ! give me to reftore 
Its priftine honours to this haplefi ibeam! 
Then, Nymph, again, with all their native eafc. 
Thy wanton waters, volatile and free. 
Shall wildly warbli?, as they plcafe. 
Their (oft loquacious harmony. 
Where-e'er they vagrant chufe to rove. 
There will I lead, not force their way. 
Whether to gloom beneath the ihady grove. 
Or in the mead reflect the fparkling ray. 



Not 
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Not Hagley's various ftream fhall thine furpafs, 
Tho' Nature, and her Ltttleton ordain 
That there the Naid band ihou*d grace 
With ev'ry wat'ry charm the plain ; 
That there the frequent ritts fhou'd roll. 
And health to ev'ry flow*r difpenfe. 
Free as their mailer pours from all his foid 
The gen'rous tide of warm benevolence ; 
Shou'd now glide fweetly plaintive thro* the vale 
In melting murmurs queruloufly flow ; 
Soft as that mailer's love-lorn tale. 
When Lucy calls forth all his woe : 
Shou'd now from fleepy heights defcend. 
Deep thund'ring the rough rocks among. 
Loud as the praife applauding fenates lend, 
When England's caufe infpires his glowing tongue. 







MUSiEUS: 
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M U S iE U S: 

A 

MONODY 

TO THE 

Memory of Mr. POPE. 

In Imitation of M i l t o n 's Lycidas. 

By the Same. 
Orrowing I catch the reed, and call the Ma(e ; 



If yet a Mufe on Britain's plain abide. 
Since rapt MusiEus tun'd his parting fhain : 
With him they liv'd, with him peidiance they dy'd. 
For who e*er fince their virgin train efpy'd, ' 
Or on the banks of Thames, or that mild plain. 
Where Ifis fparkles to the funny ray ? 
Or have they deign'd to play. 
Where Camus winds along his broider'd vale. 
Feeding each white pink, and each daifie pied. 
That mingling paint his mftiy-fringed fide ? 

2 Yet 
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Yet ah ! celeftial maids, ye are not dead ; 
Immortal as ye are,, ye may not die : 
And well I ween, ye cannot quite be fled. 
Ere ye entane his mournful elegy. 
Stay then awhile, O flay, ye fleeting fair ; 
Revifit yet, nor hallow'd Hippocrene, 
Nor Thefpia's (hade ; till your harmonious teen 
Be grateful pour'd on feme flow-ditted air. 
Such tribute paid, again ye may repair 
To what lov'd haunt yoii whilom did efedl ; 
Whether Lycaeus, or that mountain fair 
Trim Maenelaus, with piny verdure deck'd. 
Eut now it boats you not in thefe to ftray; 
Or yet Cyllene's hoary fhade to chufe. 
Of where mild Ladon's fwelling waters play. 
Forego each vain excufe. 

And hafle to Thames's fhores ; for Thames Ihall join 
Our fad fociety, and pafling mourn. 
Letting cold tears bedew his filver urn. 
And, when the poet's wither'd grot he laves. 
His reed-crown'd locks fhall ihake, his head ihall bow> 
His tide no more in eddies blithe Ihall rove. 
But creep foft by with long-drawn murmurs flow. 
For oft the poet rous'd his charmed waves 
With martial notes, or lulPd with ftrains of love. 
He muft not now in brifk meanders flov/ 
Gamefome, and kifs the fadly-fdent fliore, 
Without the loan of fome poctick woe. 



Can 
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Ckn I forget, how erfl Jiis ofiers made 

Sad fallen xnufick, as bleak Eurus fann'd f 

Can I forget, how gloom'd yon laureat (Kade, 

Ere death remorfelefs wav'd his ebon wand ? 

How, midft yon grot, each iilver-trickling fpring 
Wander'd the fhelly channels all among ; 

While as the coral roof did foftly ring 

Refponfive to their fweetly-doleful fong ? 

Meanwhile all pale th' expiring poet laid. 

And funk his stweful head. 

While vocal iliadows plealiilg dreams prolong : * 

For fo, his fick'ning fpjrits to releafe. 

They pour'd the balm of vifionary peace. 

Fir ft, fent from Cam's fair banks, like Palmer old. 

Came ^ Tityrus flow, with head all filver'd o'er. 
And in his hand an oaken crook he bore. 

And thus in antique guife fliort talk did hold. 

** Grete clerk of Fame' is houfe, whofe excellence 

*' Maie wele befitt thilk place of eminence,*' 

*' Mickle of wele betide thy houres laft, 

** Fof inich gode wirke to me don and paft. 
For fyn the dales whereas my lyre ben ftrongen. 
And deftly many a nleiy laie Ifoiflgen, ' ' 

** Old Time, which alle things don -fiialicioufly, 

•* Gnawen with rufty tooth cofltinffaBy; "'^ 

. . Came^ Tityrus, ^c."] i, e» Chaucer, a name frequently 
gi'ven him by Spenfer i mde Shep, Cal, Ed, 2. 6. 12. end 
^/envherei 

Vol. m. tJ « Gtiattirid 
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*' Gnattrid my lines, that they all cancrid ben, 
** Till at the lafl thou fmoothen 'hem hail again ; 
** Sithence full femely gliden my rhymes rude, 
** As, (iffitteth thilkfimilitude) 
** Whanne (hallow brooke yrenneth hobling on^ 
•* Ovir rough ftones it maken full rough fong : 
** But, them ftones removen, this lite rivere 
*' Stealen forth by, making pleafant murmere : 
** So my fely rhymes, whofo may them note, 
•* Thou maken everichone to ren right fote ; 

And in thy verfe entuneth fo fetifely. 

That men fayen I make trewe melody, 
" And fpeaken every dele to myne honoure, ' 
** Mich wele, grete clerk, betide thy partbg houre !*• 

He ceas'd his homely rhyme* 
When b Colin Clout, Eliza's fhepherd fwain. 
The blitheft lad that ever pip'd on plain. 
Came with his ,reed foft-warbling on the way. 
And thrice he bow'd his head with motion mild^ 
And thus his gliding numbers 'gan eflay. 

I. 
** ^ Ahl lucklefs fw^in, alas ! how art thou lorn, 
** Who once like me could'ft frame thy pipe to play 
" Shepherds devife, and chear the ling'ring mom ; 
*' Ne bufh, ne breere, but learnt thy roundelay. 

'" Ah 

h Colin Clout. ] i. e, Spenser, *which name he gi<ues hiw' 
felf throughout his ivorh, 

€ Thi t^o firfi fianzas of this Jpeech^ af fhey relate, to 

F aft oral. 
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Ah plight too iwe fuch worth to equal right ! 
** Ah worth too high to meet foch piteous plight ! 

II. 
" But I nought ftrive, poor Colin, to compare 
My Hobbin's, or my Thcnot's ruftick fkill 
To thy deft Swains, whofe dapper ditties rare 
** Surpafs ought elfe of quairitefl fliepherd's quill. 
** Ev'n Roman Tityrus, that peerlefs wight, 
** Mote yield to thee for dainties of delight, 

III. 
** Eke when in Fable's flow'ry path you ftray'd, 
Mafldng in cunning feints Truth's fplendent face ; 
Ne Sylph, ne Sylphid, but due tendence paid, 
" To Ihield Belinda's lotk from felon bafe, 
** But all mote nought avail fuch harm to chace, 
** Than Una fair 'gan droop her princely mein, 
" Eke Florimel, and all ffly PaEcry race : 
** Belinda far furpaft my beauties (been, 
" Belinda, fubjeft meet fcr fuch foft lay i ween. 

IV. 
** Like as in viHag'd tf60p of birtflings trim, 
" Where Chandcleof hii red creft high doth hold, 
And quaking Ducks^ that wont in lake to fwim. 
And Turkeys prood> and Pigeona nothing bold ; 



4e 






Fafisra/, are 'U9rifUH in tbi nuafuri mjbicb Spenfer ufes in the 
Jhrft echgue oftbe Sbefberd^s Calendars tbe refiy nuhere be 
Jfe^ ofFabl^ are in thefim^ta oftbe Faery ^een. • 
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If chance the Peacock doth his plumes unfold 
** Eftfoons their meaner beauties all decaying, 
** He glift*neth purple, and he glift'neth gold. 
Now with bright green, now blue himfelf arraying. ^ 
Such is thy beauty bright, all other beauties iwaying. 

V. 
** But why do I defcant this toyifli rhynie, ^ 

** And fancies light in iimple guife pourtray ? ' 
*' Lifting to chear thee at this rueful time, 
" While as black Death doth on thy heartftrings prey. 
Yet rede aright, and if this friendly lay 
Thou nathlefs judgeft all too flight and vain. 
Let my well-meaning mend my ill eflay : 
** So may I greet thee with a nobler ftrain, 
" When fo6n we meet for aye, in yon ftar-fprinkled plaiiu" 

Lall came a bard of more exalted tread. 
And d Thyrsis hight by Dryad, Fawn, or Swain, 
Whene'er he mingled with the fylvan train ; 
But feldom that ; for higher thoughts he fed ; 
For him full oft the heav'nly Mufes led 
To dear Euphrates, and the fecret mount. 
To Araby, and Eden, fragrant dimesi ; 
All which the facred bard would oft recount : 

d Hight Thyrfis] /. e. MiLTON^ tycidas and thi Epita- 
phium Damonis are the only P aft or ah nue ha<ve of Miltor^s ; 
in the latter pf «which^ nvhere he laments Car^ Depdates 
undfr the nature ofDamon^ he (alls him/elf Thy rjis. 

" - And 
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And thf^s in ilrain, unus'd in grove or fhade. 

To fad MusiEus rightful homage paid. 

** Thrice hail, thou heav'n-taught warbler, laft and beft 

Of all the train! Poet, in whom conjoin'd 

All that to ear, or heart, or head, could yield 

Rapture ; harmonious, manly, clear, fublime I 

Accept this gratulation : may it chear 

Thy finking foul ; nor thefe corporeal ills 

Ought daunt thee, or appall. Know, in high heav'n 

Fame blooms eternal o'er that fpirit divine, 

Who builds immortal verfe. There thy bold Mufe, 

Which while on earth could breathe Maeonian fire. 

Shall foar feraphick heights 5 while to her voice 

Ten thoufand Hierarchies of angels harp 

Symphonious, and with dulcet harmonies 

Ulh^ the fong rejoicing, I meanwhile. 

To footh thee in thefe irkfome hours of pain. 

Approach thy vifitant, with mortal laud 

To praife thee mortal. Firft, (as firft befeems) 

F6r rhyme fubdu'd ; rhyme, erft the minftrel rude 

Of Chaos, Anarch old : Ihe near his throne 

Oft taught the rattling elements to chime • . 

Wi^ tenfold din ; till late to earth upborn 

On flrident wing, what time fair poeiie . 

Emerged from Gothicfc cloud, and faintly fhot 

Rekindling gleams of lufti-e. Her the fiei^d 

Opprefs'd ; forcing to utter uncouth dirge, 

Runick, or Leonine -, and with dire chains 

U 3 " Fetter'd 
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" Fetter'd her fcarce-fledg'd pinion. I fuch bonds 

" Aim'd to deflroy, miftaking : bonds like thefe 

*' 'Twere greater art V ennoble, and refine. 

" For this fuperior part Musjeus came : 

** Thou cam'ft, and at thy magick touch the chains 

" OfFdropt, and (paffing ftrange !) foft-wrcathcd bands 

" Of flow'rs their place fupply'd : which well the Mufc 

** Might wear for choice, not force ; obftruftion none, 

" But lovelieft ornament. Wond'rous this, yet here 

" The wonder refts not ; various argument 

'' Remains for me, all doubting, where to cull 

** The primal grace, where countlefs graces charm* 

** Various tliis peaceful fcene ; this mineral roof; 

** This 'femblance meet of coral, ore, and fhell; 

** Thefe pointed cryftals fair, 'mid each obicure 

" Bright glift'ring ; all thefe flowly-dripping rills, 

" That tinkling ftray amid the cooly cave. 

" Yet not this various peaceful fcene; with this 

*' 4ts mineral roof^ nor this aflemblage meet 

" Of coral, ore, and (hell ;• nor 'mid th' obfcure 

*• Thefe pointed cryftals, glift'ring fair ; nor rills, 

** That flraying tinkle thro' the cooly cave ; 

'* Deal charms more various to each raptur'd fenie, 

" Than thy mellifluous lay " 

*' Ceafe, friendly iwain ; 
(Mus-ffius cry*d, and rais'd his aching head) 
" All praife is foreign, but of true defert; 
*' Plays round the head, but comes not to the heart. 

" Ahl 
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Ah ! why recall the toys of thoughtlefs youth ? 

When flow'ry ££lion held the place of truth : 

When fancy ruPd ; when trill'd each trivial drain. 

But idly fweet, and elegantly vain. 
*' O! in that ftrain, if all of wit had flow'd, 
** All muficic warbled, and all beauty glow'd ; 

Had livelieft nature, happieft art combin'd ; 

That lent each grace, and this each grace re£n'd, 
** Alas ! how little were my proudeil boaft ! 
■* The fwectefl trifler of my tribe at moil. 

'* To fway the judgment, while he charms the ear ; 
*' To curb mad pailion in its wild career ; 

To blend with ikill, as loftieft themes infpire. 

All reafon's rigour, and all fancy's fire ; 

Be this die poet's praife ; with this uncrown'd^ 
*' Wit dies a jeft, and poetry a found. 

" Come then that honeft fame ; whofe fober ray 
** Or gilds the fatire, or the moral lay ; 
** Which dawns, tho' thou, rough Donne ! hew out th&line, 
** But beams, fage Horacb*! from each flrain of thine. 
** O ! if, like thefe, one poet more could brave 
*\ The venal ftatefman, or the titled flave ; 

Brand frontlefs Vice, ftrip all her ftars and fhiiigs. 

Nor fpare her balking in the fmile of kings : 

Yet ftoop to Virtue, tho' the proftrate maid 

Lay fadly pale in bleak misfortune's (hade i* 

If grave, yet lively ; rational, yet warm ; 

Clear to convince, and eloquent to charm ; 

U 4 "He 
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He pourM, for her tov'd caufe, ferenc along 
The pureft precept, in the fweeteft fong : 
For her lov'd caufe, he trac'd his moral plan. 
Yon various region of bewildering man ; 
Explored alike each fcene, that frown'd orimil'd, 
" The flow?ry gar4en, or the weedy wild ; 
** Unmov'd by fophiflry, unaw'd by name, 
** No .dupe to dodb-ines, and no fool to fame ; 
** Led by no fyftem's devious glare ailray, 
** As earth-born- meteors glitter to betray : 
** But all his foul to reafon*s rule refign'd, 
** And heav'n's own views fair opening on his mind, 
♦' Catch'd from bright nature's flame the living ray, 
*' Thro' palfion's cloud pour'd in refilUefs day ; 
** And this great truth in all its lufbe fhewed, 
** That God is wise, and all Creation good : 
If this his boaft, pour here the welcome lays ; 
Praife lefs than this, is impotence of praife." 
'*.To pour that praife be mine," fair Virtue crj'd, 
And (hot all radiant, thro' an op'ning cloud. 
But ah 1 my Mufe, how will thy voice exprefs 
Th' immortal drain, harmonious, as it fiow'd ? 
Til fuits inmiortal drain a dorick drels : 
And far too high already haft thou foar'd. 
Enough for thee, that, when the lay was o'er. 
The goddefs clafp'd him to her throbbing bread. 
But what might that^^vail ? Blind Fate before 
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Had op'd her fliears, to ilit his vital thread ; 
And who may hope gainfay her ftem beheft ? 
Then thrice he wav'd the hand, thrice bow'd the head. 
And figh'd his foul to reft. 

Then wept the Nymphs ; witnefs, ye waving fhades ! 
Witnefs, ye winding ftreams ! the Nymphs did weep ; 
The heav'nly Goddefs too with tears did fteep 
Her plandve voice, that echo'd thro* the glades ; 
And, " cruel gods*', and " cruel ftars", fhe cry'd : 
Nor did the ihepherds, thro' the woodlands wide. 
On that fad day, or to the penfive brook. 
Or ftagnant river, drive their thirfty flocks ; 
Nor did the wild-goat brouze the fteepy rocks ; 
And Philomel her cuftom'd oak forfook ; 
And rofes wan were wav'd by zephyrs weak. 
As Nature's felf was iick ; 
And every lilly droop'd its velvet head ; 
And groan'd each faded lawn, and leafiefs grove ; 
Sad fympathy ! yet fure his rightful meed. 
Who charm'd all nature : well noight Nature mourn 
Thro' all her fweets ; and flow'r, and lawn, and ihade. 
All vocal grown, all weep Mus^us dead. 

Here end we, Goddefs : this your ihepherd fang. 
All as his hands an ivy chaplet wove. 
O ! make it worthy of the facred bard. 
And make it equal to the fhepherd's love. 
Nor thou, MusiEus, from tliine ear difcard', 
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For well I ween thou hear'A my doleful fong} 
Whether 'mid angel troops, the flars among. 
From golden harp thou calVfk feraphick lays ; 
Or, anxious for thy deareft Virtue's fare. 
Thou ftill art hov'ring o'er her tunelefs fphere. 
And mov'ft fome hidden fpring her Weal to raife. 

Thus the fond fwain on dorlck oate efiay'd. 
Manhood's prime honours downing on his cheek : 
Trembling he flrove to court the tuneful maid 
With ih-ipling arts, and dalliance all too weak ; 
Unfeen, unheard, beneath an- hawthorn fhade. 
But now dun clouds the welkin 'gan to flreak ; 
And now down-dropt the larks, and ceas'd Aeir ftraia : 
They ceas'd, and with them ceas'd the fhepherd fwain. 
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O nvhile along the fir earn of Time thy Name 
Expanded files y and gathers all its fame \ 
Say, fiyallmy little barque attendant failt 
Turfue the triumph ^ and partake the gale ? 
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E S S A Y on SATIRE. 

PART I. 

FATE gave the word ; the cruel arrow fped ; 
And Pope lies number'd with the mighty dead ! 



ReJign'd he fell ; faperior to the dart. 
That quench'd its lage in Y'Ouri and 6ri 
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You mourn ; but Britain, lulled in reft profound, y 
(Un^onfcious Britain /) flumbers o'er her wound. 
Exulting Dulnefs c/d the fetting light. 
And flapp'd her wing, impatient for the night : 
Rouz'd at the iignal. Guilt colle£ls her train. 
And counts the triumphs' of her growing reign : i^ 

, With inextinguifhable rage they burn, 
. And fnake-hung Envy hifles o'er his urn : 
Th' envenom'd monfters {pit their deadly foam. 
To blaft the laurel that furrOunds his tomb. 

But You, O Warburton ! whofe eye refin'd 15 

Can fee the greatnefs of an honefl mind ; 
Can fee each virtue and each grace unites 
And fafte the raptures of a pure delight ; 
You vifit oft' his awful page with care, 
, And view tnat bright affemblage treafur'd there ; io 

I You trace the chain that link^ his deep defign, 
I And pour new luflre on the glowing line. 
. Y^t^ign to hear the efforts of a Mufe, 
Whofe eye, not wing, his ardent flight purfues j 
Intent from this great archetype to draw 25 

Satire's bright form, and fix her equal law ; 
Pleas'd if from hence th' unleam'd may comprehend. 
And reverence His and Satire's generous end. 

In ev'ry breaft there bums an aftive flame. 
The love of glory, or the dread of fhame : 30 

The paflion One, tho' various it appear. 
As brighten'd into hope, or dimmM by fear. 

5 '^^^ 
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The lifping infant, and the hoary iire. 

And youth and manhood feel the heart-born fire i 

The charms of praife the coy, the modeft wooe, 35 

And only fly, that glory may purfue : 

She, pow'r refiftlefs, rules the wife and great ; 

Bends ev'n reludant hermits at her feet : 

Haunts the proud city, and the lowly ihade. 

And fways alike the fcepter and the fpade. 4« 

Thus heav'n in pity wakes the friendly flame. 
To urge mankind on deeds that merit fame : 
But man, vain man, in folly only wife, 
Rejedls the manna fent him from the fkies : 
With rapture hears corrupted paflion's call, 4J^ 

Still proudly prone to mingle with the flail. 
As each deceitful ihadow tempts his view^ 
He for the ImagM fubibnce quits the true t 
Eager to catch the viiionary prize. 

In queft of glory plongefr deep in vice ; 5a 

Till madly zeaTous, impotently vain. 
He forfeits ev'ry praiib he pants to gain. 
' Thus fb'U imperious Nature plies her part^ 
And ftill her di^tes work in cv'ry hearts 
Each pow'r that fov'reign Nature bids enjoy, 55 

Man may corrupt, but man can ne'er deftroy- 
Like mighty rivers, with refiftlefs force 
The pafllons rage, obftrufted in their courfe ; 
Swell to new heights, , forbidden paths explore. 
And drown thofo virtues which they fed .before. 60 

. - And 
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And fiirc,. the deadlieft foe to virtue's flamcj 
Our worft of 6vfls, \% pewerted Jhame. 
Beneath this load what abjed numbers groan, 
Th* entangled flaves to foUy not their own ! 
Meanly by fafhionable fear opprefs'd, 6^ 

We feek our virtues in each other's bread; 
Blind to ourfehres, adopt eadi foreign vice^ 
Aiiother's weaknefs, int*reft, or caprice. 
Each fool to low ambition, poorly greatj 
That pines in fplendid wretchednefs of flate, ^6 

Tir*d in the treach'rous chafe, wou'd nobly yield. 
And but for fhame, like Svlla, quit the field : 
The dsemon Shame paints fbong the ridicule. 
And whifpers clofe " the iJcorU nvill call you /hoL^* 

Behold, yon wretch, by impious fefhion driv'n, 75 
Believes and trembles while he icoiFs at heav'n. 
By weaknefs ftrong, and bold thro' fear alone. 
He dreads the fneer by (hallow coxconibs thrown ; 
Dauntlefs purfues the path Sfinoxa trod ; 
To man a coivardy and a hra<ve to God; * 8<i 

Faith, jufHce, heav'n itfelf now quit their hold. 
When to falfe fame the captiv'd heart is fold : 
Hence blind to truth, relentlefs' Cato dy'd : 
Nought cou'd fubdue his virtue, but his pride* 



# 



Vols tu ce lihertin en puhlic intrepide^ . , 

Pa/ preche conire un Dieu que dans fin Ami tl crdit ^ 

itiroit emhraffer la <veritequ^il*veit ; 

Mais de fes faux amis ikcfaint la.raiUeriep 

£t ne brave ainfiDieu que par pttkronnerie. 

BOILEAV, Ep« 3. 

Hence 
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Hence chafte Lucfetia\ innocence betray'd 85 

Fell by that honour which was meant its aid; 
Thus' Virtue finks beneath unnuniber'd woes, 
When paflions born her friends, revolt; her foes. 

Hence Satire's pow'r: 'tis her corrc6Uve part 
To calm the wild diforders of the heart. 90 

She points the arduous height where glory lies. 
And teathes mad ambition to be wife : 
In the dark bofom wakes the fair defirei 
Draws good from ill, a brighter flame from fire ; 
Strips black Oppreflion of her gay difguife, ' 9 J 

And bids the hag in native horror rife ; 
Strikes tow'ring pride and lawlefs rapine dead. 
And plants the wreath on Virtue's awful head. 

Nor boafts the Mufe a vain imagin'd pow'i*, 
Tho' oft fhe mourn thofe ills flie cannot cure. too 

The worthy court her, and the worthlefs fear j 
Who fhun her piercing eye, that eye revere. 
Her aweful voice the vain and vile obey. 
And every foe to wifdom feels her fway. 
Smarts, pedants, as fhe fmiles, no more are vain ; toe 
Defporiding fops refigrt the clouded cane : 
Hulh'd at her voice, pert Folly's felf is ftill. 
And Dulnefs wonders while fhe drops her quill. 
Like the arm'd Bee, with art moft fubtly true 
From poys'nous Vice fhe draws a healing dew 2 110 

« Alluding to thefe lines of Mr. Pope ; 

In the ttice bee <wbat art fo fubtly true' 
From poys*nous herbs txtraQs a healing dew, 
' Vol. m. X Weak 



Weak are the ties that civile arts can ^hd. 

To quell the ferment of the tainted mifid : 

Cunning evades, fecurely rapt in wiles ; 

And Force ftrong-finew'd rends th* unequal toils : 

The ftream of vice impetuous drives along, 115 

Too deep for policy, for pow'r too ftrong. 

Ev'n fair Religion, native of the feies, 

Scorn'd by the crowd, (beks refuge with the wife; 

The crowd with laughter fpurns her aweful train, 

And Merty courts, and Juftice frowns in vain. 1 20 

Sut Satire's filaft can pierce the harden'd bread: 

She flays a ruling paffion on the reft : 

Undaunted tnounts the battery of his pride, ' 

And awes the Brave that earth and hfeav*n dcfy'd. 

When fell Corruption, by her vafl'als crown'd, , 125 

Dei-ides fall'n Juftice proftrate on the ground ; 

Swift to redfefs an injur'd people's groan. 

Bold Satire Ihakes the tyfanton her throne; 

Pow'rful as death> defies the fordid train. 

And flaves and fycophants furroimd in vain. 136 

But with the friends of Vice, the foas of Sat iRfi, 
All truth is fpleen ; all juft reproof, ill-ftatultr. 
Well may they dread the Mufe's fetal (kill ; 
Well may they tremble when (he draws her quill : 
Her magick quill, that like Ith^jriel's fpear 135 

R«f eals the cloven hoof, 6f lengthen'd fear : 
Bids Vice and Folly take their natural fhapes. 
Turns ducheiles to ftrujnpets, beattx to s^>es ; 

Drags 
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Drags the viie whifperer from his dark abode. 

Till all the dsmon darts np j&oin the toad. 140 

O (brdid maxim, form*d to fcreen the vile. 
That tnie good- nature ftill muft wear a fmile ! 
In frowns srray*d ber beauties dron^r rife, 
When love of virtue wakes her (corn of vice : 
Wh6re jiiftice calls, *tis cruelty to (ave ; ijf^ 

And 'tis the law's good-nature hangs the knave; 
Who combats Virtue's foe is Virtue's friend : 
Then judge of Satire's merit by her end : 
To guilt alone her vengeance .fiiands ooofiia'd. 
The objcA of her love is all mankind* I50 

Scarce more the fsiend of man, the wife mufl own, 
Ev'n Allen's -bounteous hand, than Satire's £rown ; 
This to chaftife, as that to blefs, was giv'n ; 
Alike the faithful minifters of heav'^. 
Oft' on unfeeling hearts the fhaft Is <Q>ent : * 1^5 

Tho' fbongth' example, weak the punifhment. 
They leait are pain'd j who merit Satire moft ; 
Folly the LaurMt% vice was Chartres* hotSt : 
Then where's the wrong, to gibbet high the oaitte 
Of fools and knaipes already dead to fhame ? iM 

Oft' Satfre a6^s the faithful forgtton's partr 
Generous and kind^ tho' painful is her art : 
With caution bold, fhe only (bikes to heal, 
Tho' folly raves to break the friendly fteeL 
Then fore ne fault impartial Satire knows, 165- 

Kind, ev'n in vengeance kiod, to Virttffe'li foes. ' , ' 

'X 2 Whofe 
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Whofe is the crime, the fcandal too be theirs : 
The knave and fool are their own libellers. 

P A R T II. 

. » 

DARE nobly then : but confcious of your truft, 
As ever warm and bold, beeverjuft: ' 170 

j^or court applaufe in thefe, degenerate days : 

The villain's cenfure is extorted praife. 

But chief, be fteady in a noble end. 
And fhew mankind that truth has yet a friend. 
'Tis mean for empty praife of wit to write, 175 

As foplings grin to Ihow their teeth are white : 
To brand a doubtful folly with a fmile. 
Or madly blaze unknown defe6b, is vile : 
*Tis doubly vile, when but to prove your art. 
You fix an arrow in a blamelefs heart. 180 

O loft to honour's voice, O doom'd to ihame. 
Thou fiend accurs'd, thou murderer of fame ! 
Fell ravifher, from innocence to tear 
That name, than liberty, than life more dear ! 
Where ihall thy bafenefs meet its juft return, 185 

Or what repay thy guilt, but endlefs fcorn ! 
And know, immortal truth fhall mock thy toil : 
Immortal truth fhall bid the fhaft recoil ; 
With rage retorted, wing the deadly dart ; 
And empty all its poifon in thy heart. 190 

With caution, next, the dangerous power apply ; 
An eagle's talon aiks an eagle's eye 2 

* Let 
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Let Satire then her proper objeft know. 

And ere (he ftrike, be fure fhe ftrikes a foe. 

Nor fondly deem the real Tool confeft, 19^ 

Becaufe blind Ridicule conceives a jeft : 

Before whofe altar Virtue oft' hath bled, 

■ 

And oft' a deftin'd viAim fhal] be led : 
Lo, * Shaftfll'ry rears her high on Reafon's throne. 
And loads the flave with honours not her own : 200 

Big- 



a // tvere to be ivi/hed that lord Shaftfbury had exprejfed 
him/elf luith greater precijion on this fuhje^ : ho'wever, 
thus much may he affirmed ivith truth, 

I A, By the general tenor of his ejfays <>» Enthufiafin, and 
the freedom of wit and humour, // appears that his princi- 
pal dejign nuas to recommend the way of ridicule, (as he 
calls it) for the inveftigation of truthy and detedion of 
falfehoody not only in moral but religious fubjeSs, 

zdly, // appears no lefs evident •^ that in the courfe of his 
reafonings on this queftion^ he confounds tnjuo things nvhicb 
are in their nature and confequences entirely different, Theft 
are ridicule and good-humour ; the latter ackno^wledged by 
all to be the beft mediator in eijery debate ; the former no 
lefs regarded by moft^ ^ /z» embroiler ^zW incendiary. 'T'i&o* 
he fets out ijuith a formal prof ejjion of proving the efficacy of 
*wity humour y and ridicule^ in the in'veftigation of truths 
yet by Jhifting and mixing his terms ^ he generally flides in- 
fenfibly into mere encomiums on good-breedingy chearfulnefs^ 
urbanity y and free enquiry. This indeed keeps fomething like 
an argument on footy and amufes the fuperficial reader ; but 
to a more obfenvant eye difcovers a ^very contemptible defeS^ 
either of fincerity or penetration. 

The queftion concerning ridicule may be thus not improperly 
ftatedf Whether doubttul propofitions of any kind can be 
determined by the application of ri<Ucide ? Much might be 

X3 faid 
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Big-fwdn with folly, ts her fmiles provoke^ 

Prophanenefs (pawns, pert dances nurfe the joke 1 

Come, let us join awhile this dttenng crew. 

And own the t^eot guide for once is ii'ue ; 

Deride our weak forefathers' mufty rule, 205 

Who therefore fiuil'd, becaufe they faw a fool ; 

Sublimer 



find on this queftion ; hut a fenu nvords luill make the metier 
clear to an unprejudiced mind, 

The difapprobation or contempt njubich certain ohjeSis raife 

in the mind of man^ is a particular mode of pajpon. The 

dhjeSls of this pajpon are apparent faljehoody incongruity , or 

impropriety of fome particular kinds, Thus, the ohje3 of 

fear is apparent danger : the ohjeSl of anger // apparent in- 

jury. But luho hath e'ver dreamt of exalting the pajjions of 

fear and anger into a ftandard or tell of real danger and in^ 

jttry ? The defgn frtujl have been rejeSlcd as abfurd, becaufe 

it is the <work of reafon only, to correB and fix tht pafpons 

6n their proper ohje^s. The cafe is parallel : apparent or 

feeming falfehoodsy &c. are the obje^s &f contempt 5 but it 

is the ivork of reafon only, to determine ^whether the fup- 

f^^ed falfehood be real or fiftitioos. But it is faid, " The 

** fenfe of ridicule can never be mifiaken** ^by, no 

more can the fenfe of danger, ^r /;5e fenfe of injury.— — 
*"^ What, do men never fear or refent nvithout reafon ?"— 
Tes, <very commonly : but they as often defpife and laueh 
^without reafon. Thus before any thing can be determined in 
either cafe, reafon, and reafon only, muft examine circum- 
fiances, feparate ideas, decide upon, reftrain, and correSt tht 
fajfion. 

Hence it follo^ws, that the way of ridicule, of late fi 
much celebrated, is in faSl no more than a fpecies of elo- 
quence ; and that too the loweft of all others : Jo ^nWyjnfily 
calls it, tenuiflimus ingenii fruftus. It applies to apaffion\ 
^nd therefore Can go nd faffhtr in the invefiigation of truth, 

than 
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Sublimer logick now adorns our ifle. 

We therefore fee a fool, hecaufe we fmile. 

Truth in her gloomy cave ^vhy fondly feek ? 

Lo» gay fhe fits in Laughter's dimpled cheek : aio 

Contemns each furly academic foe. 

And courts tlie fpruce free-thinker and the beau. 

than any of thofe arts luhich tend to raife lotve^ pity, terror ^ 
rage or hatred in the heart of man, Confequently, his lord- 
Jhip might have tranfplanted the 'whole fyftem of rhetorick 
into his neiv fchemCy nvith the fanpi propriety a^ he bath irt" 
troduced the way of ridi.cule itfelf A hopeful proje^ this^ 
for the propagation of truth ! 

As this feems to he the real nature of ridicule, it heeth 
been generally dijcouraged hy philofophers OMd divines, to- 
gether njoith e-very other mode of eloquence^ «when apply* d /# 
controverted opinions. This difcouragementy from nvhat is 
faid aho've, appears to ha*ve been rational and juft : there^ 
fore the charge laid againji divines ivith regard to ibis affair 
by a xealous admirer of Lord Shaft(bury (Jee a note on thfi 
Pleafures of Imagination, Book III.) Jeems entirely ground- 
lefsn The diftinSiion 'which the fame author hath atttrnpied 
nuith refpe£l to the influence of ridicule ^ bet'ween fpeculativc 
and moral truths % feems no better founded. It is certain thai 
opinions are no lefs liable to ridicule than adUons. And it 
is no lefs certain, that the tvay of ridicule cannot determine 
the propriety tr impropriety of the one, mpre than the truth 
or falfehood of the other ; becaufe the fame pafjion t^ con" 
tempt is equally engaged in both cafes, and therefore, as 
above, reafon only can examine the circumfiances of tkg 
a6lion or opinios, and thus fix the pa/Jim on its proper 
obje3s. 

Upon the ivhole, this nenv deftgn of diicovering truth hy 
the vague aad unftcady light of ridicule, puts one in mind 
of the honeft Irifiuoan, ^who applfd his candle to the ftta- 
dial in order to fee how the night went. 

X 4 Dadalian 
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Digdallan arguments but few can trace?, 

But all can read the language of grimace. 

Hence mighty Ridicule's all conqu'ring hand 215 

Shall work Herculean wonders thro' the land : 

Bound in the magick of her cobweb chain. 

You, mighty War burton, fhall rage in vain. 

In vain the tracklefs maze of Truth You fcan. 

And lend th' informing clue to erring man : 229 

No more fhall Reafon boaft her pow'r divine. 

Her bafe eternal fhook by Folly's mine ! 

Truth's facred fort th' exploded laugh fhall win; 

And coxcombs vanquifh Berkley by a grin. 

But you more fage, rejed th' inverted rule, 225 

That truth is e'er explor'd by ridicule: 
On truth, on falfehood let her colours fall. 
She throws a dazzling glare alike on all ; 
As the gay prifm but mocks the flatter'd eye. 
And gives to ev'ry objed ev'ry dye. 230 

Beware the mad advent'rer : bold and blind 
She hoifls her fail, and drives with ev'ry wind ; 
Deaf as the florm to finking Virtue's groan. 
Nor heeds a friend's defbufUon, or her own. 
Let clear-ey'd Reafon at the helm prcfide, 23 p 

Bear to the wind, or ilem the furious tide ; 
^hen mirth may urge, when reafon can explore, 
^bis point the way, that waft us glad to ihore. 

Tho' diilant times may rife in Satire's page. 
Yet chief 'tis her's to draw the pre/ent age : 240 

• • ' * . • 

2 With 
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With wifdom's luftre, Folly's fhade contraf!*, 

Ai\cJ judge the reigning manners by the pafl : 

Bid Britain^ s heroes (aweful fhades !) aiife. 

And ancient honour beam on modern vice : 

Point back to minds ingenuous, adions fair, 245 

Till the fons blufli at what their fathers were : 

Ere yet 'twas beggary the great to truft ; 

Ere yet 'twas quite a folly to be juft 5 

When lo<W'bom iharpers only dar'd a lye, 

Or falfify'd the card, or cogg'd the dye : 250. 

Ere lewdnefs the ftain'd garb of honour wore. 

Of challity was- carted for the whore ; 

Vice flutter'd, in the plumes of freedom drefs'd ; 

Or publick fpirit was the publick jeft. 

Be ever in a juft expreffion bold, 255 

Yet ne'er degrade fair Satire to a fcold : ; 

L(pt no unworthy mien her form debafe. 
But let her fmile, and let her frown witli grace : 
In mirth be temp'rate, temp'rate in her fpleen j 
Nor while fhe preaches modefty, obfcene; 2^ 

Deep let her wound, not rankle to a fore. 

Nor call his lordlhip , her grace a . ■ : 

The Mufe's charms refiftlefs then aflail. 

When wrapt in /r<?«y's tranfparent veil : 

Her beauties half-conceal'd the more furprize, 265 

And keener luftre fparkles in her eyes. 

Then be your line with fharp encomiums grac'd : 

Stile Clodius honourable, Bufa chafte. 

Dart 
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Dart not on folly an indignant eye : 
Who e*er difcharg'd artillery on a fly ^ 170 

Deride not vice ; abfurd the thought and vain. 
To bind the tyger in ib weak a chain. 
Nay more : when flagrant crimes your laughter move. 
The knave exults : to finile is to approve. 
The Mufe's labour then fucccfs (hall crown, 275 

When Folly feels her ihule, and Vice her frown. 

Know next what meafures to each theme belong, 
And fuit your thoughts and numbers to your fong : 
On wing proportioned to your quarry rife. 
And floop to earth, or (bar among the (kies. 280 

Thus when a modi(h folly you rehearfe. 
Free the expreiEon, fimple be the verfe. 
jn artlefs numbers paint th' ambitious peer 
That mounts die box, and ihines a charioteer : 
In ftrains familiar fing the midnight toil 285 

Of camps and (enates difciplin'd by Hoyle, 
Patriots and chiefs whofe deep deiign invades 
And carries oiF the captive king— ofj^^i^j .' 
Let Satire here in milder vigour ihine. 
And gayly graceful fport along the line ; 290 

Bid courdy Fafliion quit her thin pretence. 
And fmile each afFeflation into (enfe. 

Not fo when Virtue by her guards betray'd, 
Spum'd from her throne, implores the Mufe's aid : 
When crimesy which erfl in kindred darknefs lay, 295 

Rife frondefs, and inj^ the eye of day ; 

Indignant 
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Indignant Hymen veils his hallow'd fir«s. 

And white-rob'd Chaftity with tears retires ; 

When rank Adultery on the genial bed 

Hot from Cocytus rears her baleful head : »op 

When private faith and publick truft are ibid. 

And traitors barter liberty for gold : 

When fell Corruption dark ani deep, like Fate, 

Saps the foundation of a finking ftate : 

When i^iant-vice and irreligion rife, aoc 

On mountain'd faliehoods to invade the fldes : 

Then warmer numbers glow thro' Satire's page. 

And all her fmiles are darken'd into rage : 

On eagle-wing (he gains Farnaffu^ height. 

Not lofty Epic foars a nobler fiight : jio 

Then keener indignation fires her ej'e ; 

Then flafh her lightnings, and her thunders fly ; 

Wide and more wide her flaming boltk are hurl'd. 

Till all her wrath involves the guilty world. 

Yet Satire oft* aflumes a gentler mien, 315 

And beams on Virtue's friends a look fercnc : 
She wounds reluftant, pours her balm with joy. 
Glad to commend where merit ftrikes her c^^. 
But tread with cautious ftep this dangerous ground, 
Befet with faithlefs precipices round : 320 

Truth be your gtiide : difdain ambition's call; 
And if you fall with truth, you greatly fall. 
*Tis Virtue's native luftre that mxsSiJhine : 

The po^t can buty&/ it in his lii» : 

And 
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And who unmovM with laughter can behold 325 

K fordid pebble meanly grac'd with gold? 

Let real merit then adorn your lays. 

For (hame attends on proftituted praife : 

And all your wit, your moft diftinguilh'd art 

But makes us grieve, you want an honeft heart. 330 

Nor think the Mufe by Satire's law confin'd : • 
She yields defcription of the noblell kind. 
Inferior art the landfkip^ay defign. 
And paint the purple evening in the line : 
Her daring thought effays a higher plan ; 33^ 

Her hand delineates paffion, pi£tures man. 
And great the toil, the latent foul to trace. 
To paint the heart, and catch internal grace ; 
By turns bid vice or virtue ftrike our eyes. 
Now bid a Wolfey or a Cronvwell rife ; 34Q 

Now with a touch more facred and refin'd. 
Call forth a Chesterfield's or Lonsdale's mind. 
Here fweet or ftrong may ev'ry colour flow : 
Here let the pencil warm, the canvas glow : 
Of light and fhade provoke the noble ftrife, 345 

And wake each ilriking feature into life. 

PART m. 

THRO' ages thus hath Satire keenly ihin'd. 
The friend to truth, to virtue, and mankind : 
Yet the bright flame from virtue ne'er had iprung^ 
4nd man was guilty ere the poet fung. 350 

This 



This Mufe in filence joy'd each better age. 

Till glowing crimes had wak'd her into rage^ 

Truth faw her honeft fpleen with new delight. 

And bade her wing her fhafts, and ur^e their flight. 

Firft on the fons of Greece Ihe prov'd her art, 3 J5 

And Sparta felt the fierce Iambick dart. ^ 

To Latium next avenging Satire flew : 

The flaming faulchion rough Lucilius ^ drew ; 

With dauntlefs warmth in Virtue's caufe engag'd. 

And confcious villains trembled as he rag'd. 36c 

Then fpoitive Horace d caught the generous fire 
For Satire's bow reiign'd the founding lyre : 
Each arrow, polilh'd in his hand was feen. 
And as it grew more polifli'd, grew more keeo- 
His art, conceaPd in lludy'd negligence 365 

Politely fly, cajol'd the foes of fenfe : 
He feem'd to fport and trifle with the dart. 
But while he fported, drove it to the heart. 

In graver flrains majeftick Persius wrote. 
Big with a ripe exuberance of thought : . 370 

Greatly fedate, contemn'd a tyrant's reign. 
And laftx'd corruption with a calm difdain. 

b Archilocum propria rabies armauit lambo* HoR. 

c En/e <velut Jiridio quoties Lucilius ardens 
Infreniuity rubet auditor cui frigida, mens eft 
Criminibusy tacita fudant pracordia culpa, . Juv, S. I . 

^ 0??me ^vafer ^vitium ridenti Flaccus amico 
Tatigify i^ admijfus circum pr/ccordia ludity 
Callidus excujjb populum /u/pendere Na/o, Pers. S. i . 

More 
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More ardent eloquence, and boandkfs rage^ 
Inflame bold Juvenal's exalted page. 
His mighty nambers aw'd corrHpted Ro/xe, 375 

And fwept audacious greatnefs to its doom ; 
Tke headlong torrent thundering from on iiighj 
Rent the proud rock that lately brav'd the Iky. 

But lo 1 the fatal vi^lory of mankind, 
Swoln Luxury /—Pale Rmn ftalks behind! 380 

As coundcfe iniiefts from the north-eaft pour, 
•To blaft the {pring, and ravage ev'ry flowV : 
So barb'rous millions fpread contagious deatli : 
The fick'ning laurel withered at their breath. 
Deep fuperftition's night the Ikies overhung, 385- 

Beneath whofe bakfiil dews the poppy fprung. 
No longer Genius woo'd the Nine to love. 
But Dulnefs nodded in the Mnfes' grove : 
Wit, fpirit, freedom, were die fole olfenc6^ 
Nor aught was held ib dangerous as fenfe. 39<5 

At length, again fair Science j(hot her ray, 
Dawn'd in the ikies, and fpoke returning day. 
Now Satire, triumph o'er thy flying foe. 
Now load thy quiver, ftring thy flacken'd bow ! 

'Tis done — See, great Erasmus breaks the fpell, 39^/ 

And wounds triumphant Folly in her cell ! 

(In vain Ae folemn cowl furrounds her face. 

Vain -all her bigot cant, her fowr grimace) 

With fliame conripeird her leaden throne to quit. 

And own the force of reafon urg'd by wiv 4^^^ 

'Twas 
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*Twas then plain Donne in honefl vengeance roieg 
His wit refulgent, tho' his fhyme was profe : 
He 'midft an age of puns and pedants wrote 
With genuine fenfc, and Roman ftrength of thought. 

Yet fcarce had Satire well relum'd her dame) 40$ 
(With grief the Mufe records her country's fhame) 
Ere Britain faw the foul revolt comtnence, 
And trcachVous Wit began her war with Senfe. 
Then 'rofe a fliamelefs, mercenary train. 
Whom latcft time fhail view with juft difdain : 410 

A race fantaftick, in whofe gaudy line 
Untutor'd thought, and tinfel beauty fhine ; 
"Wit's fhatter'd mirror lies in fragments bright, 
Refledls not nature, but confounds the iight. 
Dry morals the court-poet blufli'd to iing: 415 

*Twas all his jpraife to fay " the ttUefi thing** 
Proud for a jeft obfccne, a patron's nod, 
To martyr Virtue, or blafpheme his God. 

Ill-fated Dryden ! who unmov'd can fee 
Th' extremes of wit and meannefe join*d in thee ! 420 
Flames that cou'd mount, and gain their kindred &ies, 
tiow-creeping in the putrid fink of vice : 
A Mufe whom Wi(<5om woo'd, but woo^d in i^am. 
The pimp of pow'r, Ac proftirute to gain : 
Wreaths that fhou'd deck fair Virtue's form aione, 4^5 
To (trumpets, traitors, tyrJttits, viJeiy Arowfi : 
Unrival'd parts, the fcom of hoaeft ftme % 
And genius rife, a mea«Hne&t of iQiame \ 

More 
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More happy Frame : immortal Boileau there 
Supported genius with a fage's care : 43© 

Him with her love propitious Satire bleft. 
And breath'd her airs divine into his breaft : 
Fancy and {<tivit to form his line confpire. 
And fauldeis judgment guides the pureft fire. 

But fee, at length, the Britijh Genius fmile, 435 

And ftiow'r her bounties o'er her favour'd iile : 
Behold for Pope ihe twines the laurel crown. 
And centers ev^ry poet's pow'r in one : 
Each Romanes force adorns his various page ; 
Gay fmiles, coUeded ftrength, and manly rage. 44^ 

Defparing Guilt and Dulnefs loath the fight. 
As fpe£i;res vanifh at approaching light : 
In this clear mirror with delight we view 
Each image juftly fine, and boldly true : 
Here Vice, drag'd forth by Truth's fupreme decree, 44^ 
Beholds and hates her own deformity : 

While felf-feen Virtue in the faithful line 

With niodefl joy furveys her form divine. ' 

But oh, what thoughts, what numbers ihall I find. 

But faintly to exprefs the poet's mind ! 45 d 

Who yonder ftar's effulgence can difplay^ 

Unlefs he dip his pencil in the ray > 

Who paint a god, unlefs the god infpire ? 

What catch the lightning, but the fpeed of fire ? 

So, mighty Pope, to make thy genius known, 455 

All pow'r is weak* all numbers-«*-.but tby own* 

Each 
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Each Mufe for thee with kind conteiition ftrove^ 

I^or thee the Graces left th* Idalian grove : 

With watchful fondnefs o'er thy cradle hung, 

Attun'd thy voice^ and fofm'd thy infant tongue. 46<? 

Next, to her bard majeflick Wifdom came ; 

The bard enraptur'd caught the heav'nly flame: 

With tafte fuperior fcom'd the venal tribe, 

Whoni fear can fway, or guilty greatnefs bribe j 

At fancy's call who rear the wanton fail, 46 j> 

Sport with the Hream^ arid triHe in the gale : 

Sublimer views thy daring fpint bound ; 

~ Thy mighty voyage was creation's found ; 

Intent new worlds of wifdom to explore^ 

And blefs mankind With Virtue'? fecred ftbre ; 470' 

A nobler joy than wit can give, impart ; 

A»d pour a moral tranfport o'er the heart; 
Fantaftick wit fhoots momentary fires> 
And like a meteor^ >^ile we gaze, expires r 
Wit kindled by the fiilph'rous breath of Vice,- 475 

Like the blue Hghtning> while it fhined, deftroys : 
But genius, fir'd by truth's' eternal ray. 
Bums clear and conflant, like the fource of day : 
Like this, its beam prolifick and I'efin'd 
i^eeds, warmsi ilifpiritsy and exalts the mind ; J^i6 

Mildly difpels each wint'ry paffion's gloom/ 
And opens all the virtues into bloom. 
This praife, immortal Pope, to thee be giv'n : 
Thy genius was indeed a gift from heav'n. 
Vol. III. y Httfy 
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H^, bard uneqaalPd, in whofe deatthlefs line 4^5 

Reafon and wit with ftrtfngth collected fhine : 

Where matchlefs wit but wins the fecond praife, 

Ldft, nobly loft, in truth's fuperior blaze. 

Did Friendship e'er midead thy wand'ring Mofe ? 

That friendftiip fore may plead the great excofe : 496 

That facred friendfliip which inipir^d thy fong. 

Fair in defed, and amiably wrong. 

Error like this ev'n truth can fcarce reprove ; 

'Tis almoft virtue when it flows from love. 

Ye deathlefs names, ye fons of endlefs praife, 49; 

By Virtue crown'd with never-fading bdys I 

Say, ihall an artlefs Mufe, if you infpire. 

Light her pale lamp at. your immortal fire ? 

Or if, O WarbuRton, infpir*d by You, 

The daring Mufe a nobler path purfue, 50c> 

By You infpir'd, on tremUing pinion foar. 

The facred founts of focial blifs explore. 

In her bold numbers chain the tyrant's rage. 

And bid her country* s glwy fire her page : 

If fuch her fate, do thou, fair 7V«/^> dcfcend, 505 

And watchful guard her in an honeft end : 

Kindly fevere, inftrud her equal line 

To court no friend, nor own a foe but thine. 

But if her giddy eye ftiould vainly quit " 

Thy facred paths, to run the maze of wit ; 519 

If her apoftatc heart fhou'd e'er incline 

To offer incenfe at Cwruption's ihrinc j 

Urge, 
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XirgCy urge thy powV, the black attempt confoiindy 
And dafh the fmoaking cenfcr to the ground. 
Thus aw'd to fear, inflrydled bwd$ may fee, 51^ 

That guilt is doom'd to iink in infamy. 

A Gharafter of Mr. POPE's Wkitinqs- 

BEING 

An Epifode from the Poem call'd Sickness, Book H.' 

BytheRev.Mr.tHOMPSON. ^ 



•In meafuI'M time 



(So heav'n has wiH'd) together with their fn0W5, 

The everlafting hills fliaU melt away : , 

This folid globe dtflblve, as du£Hle wax 

Before the breath 6f Vulcan j- Kkc a fcroll 

Shrivel th' unfolded Curtains of the iky ; 

Thy planets, Newtoh, tumble from their fpherei f 

The moon be perifti'd from her Moody orb; 

The frm himielf, hi liquid mini ruA 

And deluge wttk dejdroylBg flames the globe*— *- 

Peace then, my feut, ik>r grieve that Po^e is dead. 

If e'er the tuneful fpirit, fweedy ftrong* 
Spontaneous numbers, teeming in my breai^ 

y » Enkindle,- 
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Enkindle ; 0» at that exiting name. 
Be favourable, be propitious now. 
While, in the gratitude of praife, I fing 
The works and wonders of this man divine, 

I tremble while I write- His lifping Mufe 

Surmounts the loftieft efforts of my age. 
What wonder ? when an infant, he apply'd 
The loud a Papinian trumpet to his lips, 
Fir'd by a facred fury, and infpir'd 
With all the god, in founding numbers fung 
** Fraternal rage, and guilty Thebes' alarms. 

Sure at his birth (things not unknown of old) 

The Graces round his cradle wove the dance. 
And led the maze of harmony : the Nine 
Prophetick of his future honours, pour*d 

Plenteous, upon his lips, Caftalian dews ; 

And Attick bees their gblden ftore diftifl'd. 

The foul of HoMSR, Aiding from its ftar. 

Where, radiant, over the poetick world 

It rules and fheds its influence, ' for joy 

Shouted, and blefs'd the birth : the facred choir 

Of poets, born in elder, better times, 

Enraptur'd, catch'd the elevating (band. 

And roird the gladd'ning news from fphere to Iphere. 

*> Imperial Windfor ! raife thy brow auguft. 
Superbly gay exalt thy tow'ry head ; 

a Tranjlation of the Firft Book of Statius*s Theiais. 
b Wind/or Foreft : Mr, Pope 6ora tJkre. 

And 
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And bid thy forefts dance, and nodding, wave 

A verdant teflimony of thy joy : 

A native Orpheus warbling in thy ihades. 

O Men to c Alexis' tender plaint ! 
How gently rural ! without coarfenefs, plain j 
How iimple in his elegance of grief ! 
A fhepherd, but no clown. His every lay 
Sweet as the early pipe along the dale. 
When hawthorns bud, or on the thymy brow 
When all the mountains bleat, and vallies iing. 
Soft as the nightingale's harmonious woe. 
In dewy even-tide, when cowflips drop 
Their ileepy heads, and languifh in the breeze. 

^ Next in the critick-chair furvey him thron'd. 
Imperial in his art, prefcribing laws 
Clear from the knitted brow, and fquinted fneer 
Leam'd without pedantry ; corredly bold> 
And regularly eafy. Gentle, now. 
As rifing incenfe, or defcending dews> 
The variegated echo of his theme : 
Now, animated flame commands the fovl 
To glow with iacisd wonder. Pointed wit 

And keen diicemment form the certain page* 
Juft, as the Stagyrite ; as Horace, free ; 

As Fabian, clear ; and as Petronius, gay^ 

c Pafiorals, 
EJfay 9n Criticifm* 

Y 3 But 
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^ But whence thofe peals oflaughter fhake die fidft^^ 
Of decent mirth ? Am I in Fairy-land ? 
Young, evanefcent form$> before my cyts. 
Or (kirn, or feem to (laiiA ; thin eSences 
Of fluid light ; Toiphs^ ziiphids, elves, and giiomes ; 
Genii of Roficruce, and ladies' gods ! ■ ■ ' 
And, lo, in fhining tnaiih Bilinoa's hair, 
Befpangling wjth difheveil'd beams the Udes^ 
Flames o'er the night. Behind, a fatyr grins. 
And, jocund, hdds a gkis, relieving, fair, . 
Hoops, croiTes, mattadon^ ^ beaux, (hocks, and belies^ 
Promifcuoufly whim&al and gay. 
Tassoni, hiding }iis ditainifh'd head. 
Droops o'«r the kttgkii^ page : wh^BoixEAV &nlk8y 
Widi bluihes cover'd, low beneath the deilc. 

More ^ tnoumM fcenes invite. The vuSky vein 
Of amorous grief dl*volves its placid wave 
Soft-fbeaming o'er the foul, in weefling woe 
And tendemefs of angn^. While We vcad 
Th' infedlious page, we fidcen into love. 
And languiih with :&iyoluntary lines. 
The Zephyr, panting 4m the -filken buds - 
Of breathing violets ; the virgin's £gh, 
Rofy with yoQI^ are toiibifilent and rude. 
To Sappho's .|)laiift, ^ndiEWisa'simoan. 

m 

\ 

« Rape of the Lock. 

' Qvid'j Sappho to Phaon : AndiiLOiSE, ^o Abklaud. 

Heav'ns 
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Heav*ns ! what a flood of empyreal day 
My aking eyes, involves ! A 8 temple foars, 
Rifing like exhalations on a nnount. 
And wide its adamantine valves expands* 
Three monumental columns, bright in air. 
Of figur'd goldy the center of the quire 
With luilre fill. Pope on the midmoft Qiinez 
Betwixt his Homer and his Horace plac'd, 
Superior, by the hand of Jullice. Fame, 
With all her mouths th* eternal triunpet fwells. 
Exulting at his name ; and, grateful, poiirs 
The lofty notes of never-dying praife. 
Triumphant, floating on the wings of wind. 
Sweet o'er the world : th' ambrofial fpiiit fiiffa 
Diflulive, in its progrefs wid'ning ftill, 
** Dear to the earth, and grateful to the Sty J' 
Fame owes him more than e'er fhe can repay : 
She owes her very temple to his hands ; 
Like Ilium built ; by hands no lefs divine ! 

Attention, ro^ze th3rfelf ! the mafter's hand* 
(Th& mailer of pur ibuls !) has chang'd the k^. 
And bids the thunder of the battle roar 
Tumultuous K Homer, Homer is our Qtani ! 
And Grecian heroes flame in Britilh lines. i 

What pomp of words ! what nameleis energy 
Kindles the verfe ; invigours ever line | 

8 Temple of Fame. 

^ Tranjktfion of Homer. 

Y 4 Aftonifhes» 



C 344 1 

^oniihcsy and overwhelms the foul 
In tranfports tqfi'd ! when fierce Achilles rayes, 
And Hafhes, like a comet, o'er the field. 
To wither armies with his martial frown. 
I fee ;he battle fage ; I hear the wheels 
Careering \vith dieir brazen orbs ! The fhout 
Of nations roll (the labour of the winds) 
Full on my ear, and fhakes my inmofl foul. 
Defcription never cou'd fo well deceive : 
*Tis real ! Troy is here, or I at Troy 
Enjoy the war. My fpirits, all on fire. 
With unextinguifh'd violence are borne 
Above the world, and mingle with the gods. 
Olympus rings with arms ! the firmament. 
Beneath the lightning of Minerva's ihield. 
Burns to the center : rock the tow!rs of heav'n, 
All nature trdn^bles, fave the throne of Jove. 
^ To root exceflea from the human breaft ; 
Behold a beauteous pile of Ethicks rife ; 
Senfe, the foundation ; harmony, the walls ; 
(The Dorique grave, and gay Corinthian join'd) 
Where Socrates and Horace jointly reign, 
Beft of philofophers ! of poets too 
The beft ! He teaches thee thy felf to know : 
That virtue is the noblefl gift of heav'n : 
5* And vindicates the ways of God to man.'' 



Ethick EfrftUs. 

O hearken 



\ 



[ 345 ] 

P hearken to the moralift polite ! 

Enter his fchool of truth : where Plato's felf 

Might preach ; and Tully deign to lend an ear. 

k Laft fee him waging with the fools of rhyme 
A wanton, harmlefs war. Dunce after dunce ; 
Beaux, do£lors, templars, courtiers ; (bphs and cits, 

Condenm'd to fufFer life. The motley crew. 
Emerging from oblivion's muddy pool. 
Give the round face to view; and fhamelefs front 
Proudly expofe ; till laughter have her fill. 

Born to improve the age, and cheat mankind 
Into the road of honour!' Vice again 

The gilded cltariot drives : — For he is dead I 

I faw the fable barge, along his Thames, 
In flow folemnity beating the tide. 
Convey his facred duft ! —Its fwains expir'd ; 
Withered, in Twit'nam bow'rs, the laurel-bough ; 
Silent, the Mufes broke their idle lyres : 
Th' attendant Graces chcck'd the (prightly dance. 
Their arms unlocked, and catch'd the ftarting tear : 
And Virtue for her loft defender mourn'd ! 



The 
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The Cave of P o p e. A Prophecy. 



By R. D* 



WHEN dark oblivion in her iable cloak 
Shall wrap the names of heroes and of kings ; 
And their high deeds fubmitting to the ih-oke 
Of time, fhaU fall ampngft forgotten things : 

Then (for the Mufe that diftant day can fee) 
On Thames's bank the ftranger ihall arrive. 

With curious wifti thy facred grott to fee. 
Thy facred grott ihall with thy name furvive. 

Grateful poilerity, from age to age. 

With pious hand the ruin fhall repair : 
Some good old man, to each enquiring (age 

Pointing the place, ihall cry, ** The Bfird liv'd there. 



it 



Whoie ibng was mufick to the liiLening ear. 
Yet taught audacious vice and folly, ihame : 
** Eafy his manners, but his life fevere ; 
*^ His word alone gave infamy or fame, 

^* Sequeibr'd from the fool and ooxcomb-wit, 
'^ Beneath this filent roof the Mufe he found ; 

*' 'Twas here he ilept inipir'd, or fate and writ. 
^* Here with his friends the focial glafs went round.' 

With 



99 
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With aweful veneration Ihall they trace 

The fteps which thou fo long before haft lrod| 

With reverend wonder view the folemn place. 
From whence thy genius foar'd to nature's God. 



Then, Ibme fmall gem, or mols, or (hining ore. 

Departing, each fliall pilfer, in fond hope 
To pleafc their friends on ev'ry diftant Ihore, 

Bo.alUng a lelick from the cave of Pope. 
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